





Dear readers, 





Ts that go for the fruit — monkeys, 
wd) elephants, buffaloes, cows... they 
Aes TE) munch up the banana, skin 

and all! 


have a friend, a cow, who al 
ways ambles past my house early every s 
morning. | once fed her with a couple re ‘ 
of over-tipe bananas that I didn't fee! 
like eating. Since then, madam cow 
ever walks past my house with- (> y 







Let's go bananas this time! The ripe 
yellow or green fruit, that is always abun- 
dantly available in our 
country is a healthy 
fruit to eat. It's not just 


e 

cout shoving her moist nose, and 5 

Jong pink tongue through the bars VS) 

of the gate, as if looking for more ba- Z* 
nanas. | usually give her a fruit when it is 

available. And I know for sure, she's not bananas over me! 


Itis only those bananas that attract her! 
Love, 
Kyrmdhjan 


* Editor: 


Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 
— William Canton. 
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‘age to the earth. No living thing wil be alive to see this phe- 
‘nomenon as scientist Melton says. However scientists are 
tying to avert such a disaster, So let us enjoy life forthe next 
four years as life maybe short forall of us. 

Maya, Madurai - 16 
Let's hope it doesnt happen - but wel ty to become better people 
anyway, Ea. 




















Dear Editor, 
[52 _ Now that the schools have reopened, and students are 
back to their routing, | want to tell you of an incident that 
‘occured in my sister’s school. The school had prescribed 
certain note books which were bought by the students. Some 
were bound and some had soft covers. But each subject 
teacher advised the students to take a bound note book for 
their respective subjects. Allthe bound nate books were over, 
(One teacher asked the students to buy an extra bound note 
‘book for her subject. But there were many unbound notes 
left unused, This is one of the many reasons why students 
‘carry’ heavy bags. 

M. Stividhya, aged 15, 

Avila Convent, 

Coimbatore - 20. 


Dear Ecitor, 
| ride my cycle with great interest, but 
never thought of is history or the way it 
existed, But the article Bicycle (June '96) 
was simply superb. Ithas helped me gain 
@ lot of knowledge about bioycles. | liked 
the story ‘The Birthmark’, | request, you to 
‘publish some articles on dance. | mean not only the 
‘classical form of dance from India but, from other western 
land eastern countries. 
Meera, aged 13, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Dear Editor, Trivandrum - 695 004, 
{This is something Wehad a dance special issue in Dacember'85, Moora. It carried 
serious | am writing about al he topics you ask about now, Ed. 
and is really going to 
happen after fouryears, that Dear Editor, 
is in the year 2000; this is © The traffic in Madras is unbearable. Some autodrivers 
what is believed by and cyclists don't seem to know the trafic rules properly 
scientists of NASA in They overtake you past your left and act like heroes on the 
‘America. A star called rogue road. My father’s first driving experience was in Kerala, When 
‘star of Wormwood will block we came here, we had no idea that the situation would be 
the earth's path and pull the like this 
earth towards it. This will The number of accidents per day has also increas 
cause destruction and dam- When traveling from Anna Nagar East to Anna Nagar W 


soumias 





LETTER BOX 


wwe are always witness toan accident ora damaged vehicle money, giveitte people who 
orto deserve, orputina temple 
‘ani Krishnan, Sid X, oF something. Atleast it 
Bhavan's Rejaii Vidyashram, Madras. would be useful there.” 

‘What do you think, 
Dear Edo, readers? Do you fee! | am 
Near the street where | lve, two beggar women sitand encouraging beggars? Ido 
beg daly They have been siting there for over three months Put money into red-cross 
‘now. One of them has a broken eg, ie herleft legis almost 2" charity boxes 100. But 
neatly cut above the knee and she cannot walk. The other deyOu people think thats 
lady is rather old, and has some skin disease and cannot 900d thing fo alve money 0 
iakes beggars? | personally fet 
ee veal sory fr them: they obviously cannot work, So! that depends on the beg: 
ive them about Rs. 5 oF S0 per month, sometimes more, 92" Wnere hese laos ae 
Then one day, my friend saw me and asked me why | was parelita ae way 
“Wstng’ time with these acs. When asked her what she Cette Wey cannes wows 
‘meant by that, she said, "Vidya, beggars are the root cause that i al night lo encour 
‘of somany problems in Incia, And you? Youare encouraging age" them, On the ther 
themtobegby giving them money |amsurethattheseladies Rov people who an fond 
have some relatives or the other. Those people should earn jorthemeelves should not be 

through honest means to support these ladies. But as 10nd encouraged to beg. 
2a people ke youkeep supporting beggars by offering them Seidya Subramanian, 
‘money, those relations would be too lazy to work and this wll ayedie, 
only encourage thei laziness. If you do want to give away Bombay - 400 062 
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‘ome time ago, when 
Gore switched onthe BBC 

or CNN channels on T.V 
one heard a lot about the Mad 
Cow disease in Britain 
Newspapers had also used up 
considerable space writing about 
this, What exactly is the Mad 


revered 


cower 
sit neuen oe 


an worn or 


Cow Disease? 


In medical 
terminology, Mad Cow 
Disease is known as BSE je. 
BOVINE  SPONGIFORM 
ENCEPHALOPATHY. This 
disease normally affects the 
nervous system, the spinal cord 
and brain of the animal, The 
infected animals display 
abnormal behaviour (hence, the 
usage, "MAD’), their brains 
gradually degenerate, leading to 
death. 





‘etna 190s 





ow do cows get this 
disease, in the first 
place? 

Researchers offer a very 
surprising answer. Cows, as we 
all know are herbivores (ie grass- 
eating animals). However, 


e 
Interfering in the 
Laws of Nature 
has always been 
disastrous. Here 
is how Man 
goofed up 
again, in the 
latest scare... 








PANIC 


farmers in Britain who raised 
cattle for their beet, desired that 
the animals should have more 
muscle, and then, more yield. 
How did they achieve this end? 
They fed the cows with a special 
fodder made out of the brain and 
spinal cords of sheep. When 
man attempts to change the 
Laws of Nature, like converting 








ume 








herbivores to carnivores, the 
repercussions are bound to 
be severe. The researchers 
say that this fodder was the 
| probable source of infection, 

How are human beings 
affected by the Mad Cow 
Disease? Ifthe infected beef 
is consumed, the disease is 
passed on to human beings. 
Though the symptoms are 
similar to the Mad Cow 
Disease, in human beings 
the disease is termed CJD, 
ie, CREUIZFELDT JAKOB 
DISEASE, 

When some people died 
| of CUD in Britain, it set off 
panic reaction all over the 
world. Many countries 
banned the import of British 
beef thereby jolting the 
British Economy. The World 
Health Organisation 
arranged detailed studies 
involving experts and 
directed the British 
Government to destroy all 
the animals infected with the 
Mad Cow Disease. Millions 
of Cows have been 
slaughtered and others are 
awaiting their turn 

Considering that the 
| majority in India do not eat 
beef, there is no great worry 
for us 

R.Balasundaram, 








Mumbai - 400 054. 
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fe returned after a good 
cricket practice. We 
‘were sweating and badly 


wanted to cool off under 
a fan, Buc there was no current! 

“Do you have such frequent spells of 
current failure?” asked Arvind, 

“Yes,” said Ravi. 

“Why can't we go up to the terrace 
‘on the fourth floor?” asked Arvind. 

“Oh! You are new to this building, If 
you go up you will oly feel sad and bad 
Its being used as a junkyard for the past 
few years,” said Ravi 

"Such a nice place witha view of the 
seaand great breeze, Now tell me Ravi! 
Why can't we clean it up and use it for 
‘our evening'get togethers?” 

“eis a great idea, But it will require 
lots of manpower and at least, ten days" 
time to clear the mess,” said Ravi 

“Pooh! Only that! Look here, We 
have twelve houses in this building, 
Suppose one boy or gitt can 


| rl 


come from each house and join us, we 
can do so much, We can make it look 
like apenthouse' 

“Okay let us go home. After an hour 
we shall visit our neighbours and see 














whether we can get some help from 
them,” said Ravi 


0 an hour later, after having cold 
showers and good tiffins they 
started on their rounds. They had a 
notebook and pencil and started with 
the first flat, The flat owner was 
‘Aravamudhan,a leading advocate, Whey 
they rang the bell, a girl of six years 
opened the door 

“Hello Rajini! We want to see 
Raghavan," said Ravi, Raghavan was 
thirteen and studied in the IX std. When 
Ravi and Aravind explained the purpose 
of their visit, he jumped with joy 

They left out children below eight, 
years and came up witha list of fifteen 
teenagers and children, They decided 
to meet the next day under the huge 
banyan tree inside their 
compound at . 








rine o'clock in the morning, 
he next day, parents were 
surprised to see children 
hurrying up with breakfast and getting 
ready to go out. “I have an important 
meeting to attend,” said ten-year old 

Sonu with his nose high up in the air! 
The leaders — Aravind and Ravi, 











rouge 








‘made them si under the banyan tree in 
the shade and told them about their 


“Operation Cleaning’ 

‘It will be a tough thing, If you fee! 
you cant strain yourself physically you 
can say $0, fanyone of you is allergic to 
dust,'m sorry you will hve to bow out 
now, You can join us later. All of us 
must beable to use shovels, broomsticks 
and what not — to clear the space, So 
lee us go up afd see the place, Please 
keep the noise to minimum level” said 
Arwind. 

Up they went, The sight they saw 
was far from pleasing. Heaps of cement 





bags were lying in a corner, A huge 
‘mound of sand after a repair work was 
lefcin the middle ofthe floor, Unwanted 
switchboards,rubber tubing, empty cans 
and bottles were all strewn over the 
place. 

“Let us remove the gunny bags and 
bottles tothe empty shed inthe ground 
floor. It will be easy if we stand on the 
steps and pass them on to the next place. 
Please don't use the lif” said Aravind, 


2° they removed the junk rom the 
SS terrace the fit day. The rea ase 
started the next day. The sand and mud 
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ware ing in 

Mt mounds on the 
aground, They had to shovel it and carry 
down in baskets or buckets, But the 
youngsters were in high spirits, Tying a 
searf on their heads lke turbans, and 
humming tune, they were taking things 
‘easily, Soon they were feeling thirsty. 
Veena from No. 3 said, "ust allow me 
to go down for five minutes, Till then 
Kannappa will ake my place.” She soon 
came back with a huge vessel. Chandu, 
her brother followed her with glasses. 
‘There was cold ‘panagam’* init. The 
sweet and tangy drink gave them good 





wo helpings. 
Thanks alotVeena!” they sad. All 
/ of ther now fele chat they should 
take turns in supplying refresh- 
\\, ments! They also bought two big, 
carthern pots and filed them 
with water every morning so 





j00d idea indeed, 


that they need not go down 

unnecessarily, Buttermilk, lime 
juice or panagam were shared and 
the children went about happily with 
their work, 


N ature also seemed to help 
JN them. Wen they cleared the 
scored waren 03 ach ay ad 
bear homers, They gee a fal Hse 
rd ss arg can Oe ta 
day they ade rea, "Who supped 
it?” askedVicky,licking the plastic spoon. 
“Some benevolent unl sid Arvind 
with a smile, 

Parents didn't know much about 
Operation Clean-up, But they were happy. 
thet chen waste uhm 
babe eo ow and were abo happy 
about their excellent appetite! 

“Now we have cleaned the terrace, 
‘Whaat shall we do next?" somebody asked, 

"ie wihavet ee some psn 
pots. We must make the place look 
‘green;” said Ravi. 

sti cin ve iy sd Pu rl 
costly. Even if we were to keep two: 
rows on either side — we will requice 
‘twenty pots at least," said Mohan, 

“1 can bring some pots from home 
We had a sprawling garden in Lucknow. 











*Fanagom —A wee! dink made out of joggery and ime juice and seasoned wih 
‘cardamom ond ginge Offered during fetal - expec in summer, 


chee 











Only a few of the pots are used now for 
keeping ornamental plants," said Hari 
He brought about ten pots. But Aravind 
and Ravi had about twenty! How did they 
manage? 
‘Oh! We got the permission of our 
building secretaty to sell all the gunny 
bags and junk we removed.” saidAravind 
with a smile 

“Should we have some opening 
ceremony?” asked a boy, 

“Why? It is already open,” said Ravi 

“We can ask the oldest person in our 
building to inaugurate it” said Lalu 

“That's a good idea. Some of them 
‘were wondering what we were doing 
here 

“Yes. Even my granny asked me what 
we were doing in the horrible sun? 
Fortunately the staircase is towards the 





the members of the flats were invited. 
‘They were surprised to see the beautiful 
terrace. 

CCheemachu thatha was very much 
moved. 

“These children have done a 
wonderful job. Raviand Aravind are born 
leaders. I want them to come up in life 
and achieve high goals. Are we — the 
elders permitted to come here?” he 
asked with a smile, 

“Sure sure!You can come here in the 
evening and relax .Anybody can use it 
for reading and relaxing. But please 
remember the trouble, time and energy 
we spent to make this place such 
wonderful one, For us, the children, it 
will be our own place, our ‘der 
Aravind. 

Everybody applauded, The tradition 
was handed over from one group 

















of children to the next. 


Jy) early fifteen years later 
) \ ‘Aravind Veena and Ravi met 
there. They always loved their'den’ 
and visited the, place whenever 
possible. 

“HelloVeena — sorry. DrVeensa. 
Do you still make‘panagam’?” asked 
Ravi 

"Yes. Lots of it. But what you 








other side of the building” said Neelam. 


ro they decided to invite eighty-year 
SD old“Cheemachu thatha” (His name 
‘was Srinivasan but lovingly called as 
CCheemachu by his friends) to‘open’ it. 
With great fervour they decorated 
the terrace, There were streamers and 
iango leaves futcering in the breeze. All 


need isa digestive syrup. Look at 
‘your paunch! | think you can undertake 
another course of Operation Clean-up! 
saidAravind."Asif youare thinasa reed!” 
quipped Ravi. 

A girl with a pigtail doing her 
homework looked at them with surprise! 

The tradition goes on... 

KRISHNAVENI 

RANGANATHAN 
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This ripe yellow fruit is very common in 
lour country. Have you ever seen a fruit shop 
without bunches of bananas hanging out in 
front? 

The banana is a comparatively 
cheaper fruit, It is healthy and 
nutritious, and is a good all-time 

hunger appeaser. 

























The Plant: 
any people think 
that the 








like a palm 
tree, The 
leaves are often 
ten feet long, and 
look green and lush, 
The bunches of bananas 
hang down in fingers, 
bunched into hands, 
which are arranged in a 
spiral on the stem, 
banana grows on trees. It grows on one of 
the largest plants without a woody stem. The History: 
plant can grow upto twenty feet in height. It "whe banana is sup- 
is actually a cluster of leaf stalks rolled tightly I posed to have moved 
round each other. The fully developed leaves to the rest of the world 
spread out at the top, making it look rather from Asia. It is said that 
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(One ripe plantain 
Honey 








How to make it: {| ff 
Slice the plantain |\4/ a 
into one inch rounds { 














and steam them in a 
‘vessel ina pressure cooker 
Remove, cool, and peel. Eat each slice, dipped 
into honey, as you like it. For the Plant to Grow: 
‘You can vary ths dish withthe ordinary b he banana plant 
Sc aga tana and etithy siping cach sie | T needs alot ot heat and 
ina bowl of honey. moisture, which is why it | 





‘Lady's Finger 

















missionaries took banana plants to 
Central America in the 16th 
century, and fram there, it spread 
to many other couuntries. 
Most South American 
countries, Mexico, the West 
Indian istands of Jamaica, 
the Central American 
republics of Costa Rica and the 
Honduras, grow this fruit. The 
Canary Islands off the northwest 
‘coast of Africa, have a variety all 
lof their own, which Is nicknamed, grows best in tropical places, on 
deep, loose, well-drained soils 
The plants are usually placed 
about four feet apart 

| The banana has to be cut when 
itis green, for it may burst and rot, 
if itis left to ripen in the sun, The 
bananas are cut, loaded onto 
railway wagons, and then shipped 
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{to the countries to which they are 
exported. The invention of cool 
storage in cargo ships with special 
control of air temperature and 
moisture control, has made it 
possible for the fruit to be exported 
to Europe and North America. So 
much so that, the fruit is available 
in these countries all-year round! 


Banana, bananas! 
‘nthe countries to which 
the banana is native. 


the fruit is not 
just eaten when ripe. The 
raw fruit is cooked, dried and 
made into flour to be used in 
dishes. Sometimes, a kind of drink 
is also made from the banana. The 
|\eaves of the banana are used as 
plates, and umbrellas are 
fashioned out of them too. The 
stem of the plant, is cooked and 
eaten. 


The Plantain: 
n many parts of our country, 
especially Kerala and the 
Malabar Coast, you get a different 
looking banana. Its the plantain, 
aclose relative of the banana. This , 





fruit 
contains 
more starch 
than the ordinary 
banana, and is rarely 
eaten raw. It is cooked 
green, or boiled and eaten with 
jaggery or honey, or fried into 
chips. It is also dried and made 
into a meal or powdered into a flour. 
The plantain is a staple food 
crop in some parts of Africa, like 
Uganda 
ow that you know more about 
the fruit that you love to eat, 
try out the recipe on the previous 
page if you are able to get 
some plantains when they are 
available. 





S.Sridhar 
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ESSAY 
















FEATHE® 
C@LLECTIO 


| (BW veryone has a hobby, It may 
bbe collecting feathers, stamps, 
leaves, flowers orshells. !have 
many hobbies too. One favourite hob 
by of mine is collecting feathers. | will 
tell you something about my feather 
collection 
{have over 48 samples of feathers. 
| store them in cardboard boxes. 
Sometimes, | stick the feathers in the 
boxes, and write the name ofthe bird 
to which the feather belongs. | spend 
‘most of my time in gardens and parks, 
listening to bird songs. 
‘To encourage me, my parents once 
took me to Vedanthangal, the bird sanc- 
tuary. The keeper who looked ater the 








euc# 


“birds there Tearnt about my” 
eagerness to collect feathers, and 
gave me his collection! | was astonish- 
ed fo see so many different samples 
of feathers which he had collected. 


9: 1 get more than one feather from 
the same kind of bird, | ry to make 
beautiful articles and gits witht. Once, 
1 got two peacock feathers, So, | 
decided to make a peacock with it 
Then | took some paper and mada the 
peacock's head and neck 
Then | attached it to the 
feather. | also tried to use 
crow feathers as pens, as 
they were used in the 
ancient times butit did not 
work properly 
1 have also collected information 
about birds such as parrots, peacocks, 
bats, nightingales, sparrows, eagles, 
ete, and written them in my birds’ 
notebook. | have also prepared a 
booklet which contains bird proverbs 
such as ‘As proud as a peacock’, ‘AS 
talkative as a parrot’ and so on. 

11am proud of my collection end | 
tove them so much that | won't give 
them to anyone — even if pixies, 
gnomes, fairies or brownies asked me 

Postscript : 

Collecting feather needs a lot of 
patience, We must try all the possible 
‘ways to collect them but they should 
not be plucked from living birds 
themselves, But nowadays we cannot 
{ind many feathers because those 
birds have become scarce. Many 
‘people kill and shoot birds for ust mere 
sport and fun, ! also hate people who 
trap birds in cages. 

G. Radha, aged 9 
DANSS.S., Madras 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS 









suddenly remembered that there were only @ 
| few more days left for my mom's birthday. | 

decided to buy a pear necklace for her as a 
present, no matter how much it cost. | rushed to 
school and found that all the teachers had gone for 
a party. Suddenly, "Yoo hoo! Hey! Radhika, don't 
worry! Every period willbe free!” shouted Bharathi, 
the class leader. 


REAL VALGE 


“Can't enjoy, Bharathi. 
Surely our seniors will come (°S 
and spol our fun by minding 
our class!" I said. 

“Hal Don't you worry, We will go 
‘and mind the lower classes!” cried 
Renuka. 

“No matter where everyone are go- 
ing, 1 won't be in school today.” | said 
showing them a hundred rupee bill. 






hen, accompanied by Barathi, Nithya, 

Sangeetha, Aruna and Priyadarshini, | 
‘went othe gift shop nearby, I selected pretty 
pearl necklace that cost Fs.90. It was fake 
pearl, but it glowed very nicely. 

Said Aruna, as we walked back, “My mother 
usually says, ‘I! you can’ afford the real ones it's 
better to wear none at all,” The words hurt but | 
ignored them. 

When we reached class it was drawing period, 
Miss Shwetha Bandari entered class. We were to 
sketch a wedgewood pottery bow! in which were 
raised figures of dancing girls, 

“it looks like Greek or Roman, doesn’t it?" | 
asked, 

“Yes, itis!" she said, “butit's quite valuable, even 
though it’s an imitation.” 

“1 thought all imitations were bad,"I said, “Ohno, 
rot always,” said Miss Bandari, Suddenly | noticed 
|that Miss Bandari was wearing a string of pearl. 
(She laughed when she saw me looking at them. 





“Take these pearls for example. If they were real 


they'd cost about Rs.400- 
500 But not many of us. 
could afford that, could 
wo?” she asked, 
nodded my head tri 
‘umphantly. 
— Radhika 
Subramaniam, 
Coimbatore - 641 018 
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[STORIES FROM OUR READERS. 
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Ting tong! Ting tong! 

My mother opened the door. | stormed in 
as if a hurricane was approaching, | threw my 
| bag on the sofa and removed my shoes and 
hurled them into the shoe-rack, Then | pulled 
off my socks and flung 
them carelessly in the 
washing-bucket, | think this 
is enough to convey to you 
that | was in avery bad 
mood. | had had a miser- 
able day at school 

In the tirst period itself, | 
discovered that | had 
forgetten to 
take my 
Biology Text- 
book 
though | 
was 












unit 


— exhausted, | 


very ‘sure’ that | had 
put it in my bag, | re 
ceived a ‘hot’ scolding | 
from our very strict 
teacher. | had woken 
up late in the morning, 





There had been no 
‘ime for me to iron 

my uniform, My 
friends had 

teased me 

for wearing 
a_wrinkled 

shirt. And 

| when our 
! English tea- 
cher was 
dictating 

some notes, 

71 the ink in my 
pen had been 


didn't have a sec: 

ond pen and 
neither did my part- 
ner. Miss scolded me 
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in front of the class that | 
should be more careful 
about my things, The 
class enjoyed it whole- 
heartedly, while poor me, 
stood with my head hung 
in shame, And last, but 
not the least, during re- 
cess, {wo litle boys were 
chasing each other when 
‘one of them bumped into 
me and my spectacles fell 
down and broke, 


y mother real- 
ised that some- 
thing was wrong. She tied 
to pacity me with soothing 
words, but my head was 
burning. | felt so unhappy. 
"Mal" | said finally, "School 
is miserable! | won't go to 
school from tomorrow." 
Mother smiled at me say- 
ing everything would be 
‘okay, 

‘Thenext day, | woke up 
quite early in the morning. 
| decided to go for a morn- 
ing walk, | never knew that 
morning walks could be 
so wonderful, The calm at- 
mosphere, the rising sun 
and the chirping of birds 
freshened my mind, | felt 
very alive, Back home, | 
took a quick bath and had 
my breakfast. | was get- 
ting ready for school when 
my mother came to my 
foom, 





“Oh! So you are going to school!" she 
said, "Yes, Ma!" | replied. 

"Bul yesterday you said that you will 
never go to school,” 
my mother told 


me mockingly. 
| didn't reply. (rrr, | 


Y 
| was ready 
and was 
waiting for the 
autorickshaw in 
which | travelled 


to school everyday. 
Time passed but 
it didn't show any 
signs of coming. At 
last | gave up wait- 
ing, sure that 
the driver would 
not show up. It was 
too late to go to 
school by bus. So 
alll could do was 
sit at home. | 
didn't like the 
idea, but | had 
noother choice, 
ook off my uniform, changed and sat 
on the verandah. Soon, | was bored, | 
thought of school and my friends. | knew 
they would be having fun. | realized that 
being teased or scolded at school is 
much better than sitting at home alone, Now, 
Jam sure that there's nothing as great as 
‘school! 



















- Sushita Joardar, 

Std XI, 

Central Modern School, 
Calcutta 
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MEDICINE 


he word ‘surgery’ 
frightens most of us. 


It brings to our mind fear 
of hospitals, the operation 
theatres and a lot of pain. 
But we must remember 
that operations are 
required to be conducted | 

, 



























for our own good health. 
Surgery or Opera: 
tions are generally 
performed for 
| ‘one of the 
three reasons 
| given below: 
{a) to remove a 
diseased organ (either in 
full or in part) 
(b)torepaira tissue 
(c) to reconstruct 
body parts f 


urgery ine C 


volves a de (* 
tailed examination by 
the doctor about the 


body condition. For this, a . GOIN 


patient is made to 


gov oun LL THROUGH 


like blood test 
urine test, ultra 
sonography, 
ECG, etc 


This will help the doctor The surgeon fixes a date 
in understanding the and admits the patient, A 





¢ body type and the relative or a friend whose 
peculiarities of a blood type matches that 
patient of the patient is kept 

















ready for blood donation, in 
case the patient bleeds 
during the operation and 
blood is required. 

A day before the 
operation, another specialist called 
the Anaesthetist examines the 
patient. It is this doctor who will 
anaesthetise the patient during the 
operation. Anaesthesia can be 
either general or local. Local 
anaesthesia is applied to the body 
part where surgery is necessary. 
Te anaesthesia makes that part 

sitive to pain. Otherwise, the 








patient will be fully 
conscious. For 
bigger surgery, 
general anaesthesia 
is used. This is a 
mixture of one or two 
chemical gases, 
which is adminis- 
Bs tered to the patient 
through the nasal 
. passage to make the 
$ patient fully uncon- 
scious during 
surgery. 


nthe day 
On ine 








surgery, the patient is taken to the 
Operation Theatre. Thisis a special 


room which is completely 
disinfected and all the instruments 
used in the operation are sterilized. 
There is a special operation table 

on which the operation is 
performed . On this table. 








the position of the patient 7. 
cause Oo 

















can be changed by the doctor. 
Various monitors are attached to 
the patient's body to ensure that the 
patient's body functions are going 
on smoothly. There are Heart 
Monitors, Lung Monitors and 
monitors for blood flow, mixture 
of gases in the blood, etc. 
When the operation is 
performed, the surgeon is 
assisted by her 
assistants. There are 
scissors, scalpel, forceps, 
needles, clamps, etc. used in 
surgery. When the surgeon is 
conducting the operation, the 
anaesthetist ensures that the 
patient is unconscious, but all 
his other body functions are 
going on properly, 


fter the operation, the opening 
is stitched up by needles and 


sutures. The patient is then 
wheeled back into a special room 
called post-operative ward. In this 
room, the patient is looked after 
with special care for one or two 
days. After that he is back in tis 
own ward. Depending on the 
nature of surgery, the patient 
remains in the hospital for a 
day or more. Then he is 
discharged and sent home. 
‘/ The process of 
surgery is a specialised 
~ 
fear it. Modern medical fers) 
methods have &Y 
patients. A person can recover his 
health fully, thanks to these medical 


one, but we should not 

S 
ensured the safety of |S 
methods 


NANDINI_ Y. KAPDI 
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OPPORTUNIST 


One aboy fell accidentally into a 
river from a bridge. People who saw the 


incident stood erying aloudhelplessty. The 
‘ery attracted. large crowd. However, no 
‘one dared to save him from the rushing. 
waters, 

‘A tourist happened to pass by. He - 
immediately removed his shoulder bag, 
camera and cooling glass and gave them 
to aman to keep safely. ‘Then he jumped 
ino the river. The crowd stood with bated 
breath, After some anxious moments, the 
drowning boy was brought ashore, alive. 
People wete all praise for the unknown 
tourist for his bravery. 

‘The man who Kept the belongings of 





the tourist, however, failed to give his 
congratulations, For he had vanished! 
= Venkulam Dhanapalan 
Orissa. 
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\) A little seed, 

With nobody to care for it, 

That's what the little seed thought 
But I saw it, and picked it up. 


3 \ took it home, 
And planted it in the soil 


A\ 1 watered it everyday. 


4 | watered it until 
it grew into a tree 
It still gives me fruits, 
And flowers for 
my teachers. 


, The seed gave 
Y, me so much, 
Just because 


I cared for it !! 


Nobel School, Hyderabad, 


Aditi Nayak, Std. Ill, 
— suet LNW (i 


THE UNDIR STORIES 





‘ama Undir had gone to schoo! 

one afternoon for a Parents- 
Teachers-Association meeting, Sister 
land Brother Undir's school had PTA 
meetings twice a year. Either Mama 
lor Papa always made ita point to go. 
This time it was Mama, Alter meeting 
all the other teachers, Mama went to 
Ihave a chat with Brother's English 
Miss, Mama Undir was a itle worried. 
Brother had been making a lot of 
spelling mistakes lately. Mama 
|wanted to talk to Brother's English 
teacher about him. 

“it seems to me that he has begun 
to dream a lot,” sald Mama Undir to 
Brother's English teacher. "Does he 
pay attention in class?” 


let t 
cool 








Well, before we discuss him, let 
ime first congratulate you!” English 
teacher interrupted Mama, "You look 
very fit, considering you have 
delivered a baby boy so recently.” 

Mama was stunned, "What was this 
teacher talking about?” she 
wondered, "What baby boy? | don't 
have a new baby!” Mama Undir 
looked flabergasted. 

Oh, 'm sorry! | thought you did!” 
apologised English Miss coming 
forward and holding both Mama's 
hands, "You see, Brother's class was 
asked to write an essay about their 
most memorable day and he wrote 50 
vividly about the day last month when 
his new baby brother was born! He 
wrote about how Sister was jealous 
but he was not and how he loved to 
play with the new baby!” 

"Oh my gosh! What will happen 
next?” exclaimed Mama, not knowing 
what else to say. 

"It was. 50 well written that | 
automatically thought it was true!” 
said English Miss. 

That seems tobe the problem with 
Brother lately, In fact his father 
punished him tor telling lies 
yesterday!" Mama remarked, “How 


A WORLD 
OF MAKE- 


BELIEVE! 








do we bring himback toreallfe?" she 
asked. 

“Oh, I wouldnt worry too much. He 
probably has an imaginary world! His 
essay was definitely the bestin class!" 


Miss laughed, 

ater when Mama Undir went home 
L she found Brother surounded by 
allhis toys taking to himsett 

“Come here, Binker! Let's play!" he 
said to no one in particular. "We'll 
play doctor-doctor.I'mthe doctor and 
Binker you be my assistant.” Then 
he picked up Firsky, his stuffed, 
brown monkey, Kachhu the big fat 
tutte wth a painted back, Hzz the 
green and white snake and 
Sister's two dolls called Dolly 
and Folly 

Folly was so called because she 
was broken, She had fost a leg in 
fan old fight between Sister and 
Brother. They had pulled the doll in 
different directions and her leg had 
[come off so it just could not be fixed 
again, From that day on she became 
Folly, Both Sister and Brother were a 
















Ns 


Tittle partial towards Folly because 
they had mutilated her leg for no fault 
of hers, Brother lined up all the toys 
as if they were patients waiting to see 
the doctor. He propped up Folly at 
the head of the line so it was Folly's 
turn first 
"How is your lag today, Folly?” 
asked Brother 
Mama was quietly watching It 
all, “Who is Binker?" she 
wondered, but did not say 
anything: Brother lined up the 
toys and began treating them one 
byone. Altera while, “Car? Where's 
my car?" Brother asked, "Binker, will 
you please start it for me? | have to 
make a home visit fora itle boy,” he 
said, but no one was around. 

“im back!” Sister called out from 
somewhere around the house. Her 
voice interrupted Brother Undi's 
game. He looked up at once and 
stopped his play. He felt very 
uncomfortable seeing Mama Undir 
standing there watching him, Brother 
looked at Mama, Mama looked at 
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Brother 

Go away, Mamal Don't watch me! 
IWhy have you come here?” Brother 
grouched, obviously quite 
lembarrassed and wanting to be by 
himself 

“Hey, hey! Calm down, my little 
baba! I've just come to call you for 
your evening milk!” Mama replied. 


ustthen Sister Undir entered, She 

saw all the toys arranged for a 
game, "So playing pretend games 
again, han? Why must | have such 
fa stupid brother!” she remarked, 
sticking her tongue out at Brother. 
Then she began to recite in a sings 
song voice 


‘Brother pretends lke its actually 
true! 
But if you tell him that you Ve seen 
through 
His litle bluffs and pretences 
‘And awkward mental dances: 
You're sure to see him turn blue!” 


That did it, Brother was mad! “Get 
lout of here everyone!”he shouted. "I 
don't want any milk! Go away!" And 


Brother Undir burst into teas. 

But | want to see what Brother is 
playing! | think is that Binker game 
he plays!” Sister giggled 

"Shut up Sis” said Brother Undi 

‘Didn't | tell you all to go away? Get 
cut!" he almost yelled, Then looking 
at Mama Undir's surprised face he 
saidin acalmer voice, "Please Mama! 
| want to be by myself” 

Mama asked Sister Undir to leave 
the room. Sister pretended to leave, 
but was peeping from outside the 
door. From there 
she was again 
beginning to sing: 

‘Brother pretends 
like its actually 
true..” 

"Out! And close \ 
the door! Go down 

to the kitchen and 
wait for me, We'll make soma 
sandwiches!" ordered Mama Und 

“Sandwiches! | want one with 
‘cheese and tomatoes and cucumber 
allinone! A double decker sandwich 
with three slices of bread!” Sister 
demanded, 


ama Undir raised a finger and 
lared at Sister. “Okay! Okay!” 
Giggled Sister but finally left, Then 
Mama Undir went up to little Brother, 
sat next to him and put her arms 
around him, Brother clung on to 
Mama and hid his face in her lap. He 
was sobbing openly now. Mama 
stroked him gently on his back, trying 
to calm him down, “It's okay 
sweetheart! Many kids like to play 
make believe games! There isnathing 
to cry about!” 
“But, but, Sister teases me all the 
time!" complained Brother through his, 
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06s and tears. "She threatens to tell 
my friends in school! And that awful 
song she has made up about i! How 
Wate it!” 

“Let me get you your milk right 
here! And how about a double decker 
sandwich to go with it for you too?” 
Mama asked. 

Brother nodded, much calmer now. 
Mama went down to the kitchen, 
Meanwhile, Papa Undir was already 
there fixing himsel some coffee and 
having a chat with Sister. Sister was 

talking 


oe —» Do you Know 
animatedly. 

she hed pled out sore wrnaoes 
land cucumber from the fridge. "Papa! 
Come and see me make some huge 
double decker sandwiches!” Sister 
seid 
"tam prety good at double decker 
‘sandwiches too! Let me join in making 


them!” said Papa Undiir, cutting open 
atin of cheese. 


‘ama joined them. Sister began 
to butter afresh loal of bread, 

"Lot's ‘milk’ some of the slices rather 

than butter them!” suggested Papa 

“Mik them? Whaton earth is that?” 
Sister wanted to know. 

“That's how you make sandwiches: 
for people who are watching their 
‘weight! Papa replied 

“Take a spoontul of cold milk and 
|wet the edges of a slice of bread first 
Then take some more milk and pour 





About fis friend 
named BINKER? 


‘a few drops all over the slice without| 
‘making it too drippy,” Mama Undir 
explalined, 

"Don't use any butter, only milk! So 
that way you can have nice and soft 
‘and moist sandwiches and yet out 
down on fat!” Papa said, He had been 
advised by the doctor to watch his 
weight 

‘As was inevitable, the conversation 
veered round on Brother, "I'm rather 
worried about his litle fibs and his 
imaginary gamest | don't know what's 

going on in his head!” said Mama. 
“Do you know about his friend 
named Binker?” Sister asked. 

Brother talks to him just 

about anytime!” 

“1 heard Brother today!” 
Mama Undir replied, looking 
quite worried. “What is all this, 
about Binker?” Mama Undir wanted 
to know more about it, 

“Yes, what?” Papa Undir wanted to 
know too. 

Sister felt rather important. “Well 
i's just somebody Brother has made 
up! He says Binker is his best friend 
who always listens tohim, never fights 
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land never shows off!” Sister 
explained 
fell, well, welll” Papa said. "I'm 
rot sure | like what hear!" Papa Undir 
exclaimed. 

“Now you know why | am a little 
worried!" Mama said, 





ut Sister found the whole thing 
funny and a rich ground to tease 
Brother, “Want to hear my rhyme, Pa? 
It's silly, butit really provokes Brother!" 
she asked Papa, beginning to sing 
Jonce more, 
“Brother pretends like its actually 
true! 
Bur if you tell him that you've seen 
through 
His litte bluffs and pretences 
‘And awkward mental dances: 
You're sure to see him turn blue!” 


Papa smiled, But Mama placed a 
finger on her lips. “Shh!” she said, 
“That's enough!” 
‘But why, Mama? Brother's s0-0-0 
funny!" Sister remarked, giggling. 
“Brother seems to have @ 
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rather ich imaginary world!” remarked 
Papa. “Perhaps | should talk to him!” 

“There is no use telling him that 
Binker doesn't exist!” complained 
Sister, “I've tried but Brother just says 
that Binker is better than me: He never 
fights back, he is always there, he 
never grabs things and is always 
willing to play anything Brother wants! 
That's only because he is only made 
Up and not reall!” 

Sister Undir began to try cutting the 
cheese into thin slices. It was getting 
rather messy. Everything was getting 
broken. “Those are not slices, they are 
lumps!” said Papa who was ‘milking’ 
some of the bread. Mama was 
uttering some slices 

“| had better stick to cutting 
cucumber and tomatoes!” said Sister 
handing over the cheese to Mama. 

“1 want you to listen to me 
carefully!" Mama said to Sister as she 
filed up a glass with milk and put a 
large double-decker sandwich with 
tomatoes, cucumber and cheese on 
a plate. “There will be no teasing of 
Brother any more about his pretend 
games! Let me hand over this milk 
and sandwich to Brother and then 
ibe right back to talkto you both!" 





ama Undir was back in no 
time, "Well?" asked Papa 
who was not yet fully in the picture, 
Then Mama Undir explained all 
that had happened at the PTA 
meeting and Brother's essay 
about his new baby brother 
While Papa listened quietly, 
Sister's face was getting all 
funny and crooked in an atternpt 
to control her laughs. 
“How st-o0-00-pid! A new 
baby brother! Hal” she 








[snorted. 

“Seems as ithe is ving in a world 
of his own!" Papa said. 

That was when Brother came down 
with his empty glass of milkand plate 
"You're all talking about me!” he 
laccused, still not quite his normal 
cheery self 

"We are wondering a litle about 
lyour pretend games!" accepted 
Papa, 

"You could have just asked me 
then!" Brother remarked, "instead of 
talking behind my back!" 

"Well, what's this about your essay 
about a baby brother?” Mama Undir 
wanted to know, She was getting 
ready for a litle talk on the difference 
between imagination and lies. 
Imagination is good. Lies are not, I's 
important toknow the difference, And 
's0 on, "Lite baby brothers can be 
tun. Do you really want one?" she 
asked 
‘Not particularly” replied Brother 
know they pee everywhere!" 

“Well then?” Papa Undir wanted to 
know why. 

“Do | have to tell you everything?” 
Brother asked, 

“No, but as you can see, we are all 
curious,” Papa looked impatient, He 
wanted the answer at once 
« ‘dhad a fight wth Sister that day 

And! read a story about three 
brothers in our school library: how a 
boy makes his bully of a big brother 
jealous by playing only with his little 
brother. | thought to myself, f only | 
Inada litte brother to make Sister 
jealous! But since there was no litle 
brother, | just made him born! That's 
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all | asked Miss! She said we could 
write on anything! So | did!" 

“Well,” asked Mama Undir looking 
alitie relieved, “Why don’t you tell us 
litle more about Binker? Seems like 
‘a great companion you have invented: 
never argues, never shows off and Is 
always there! In fact, to tell you the 
truth, | wish | had a friend like that!" 

“in the beginning, many, many 
times when | asked Sister to play with 
ime, she refused, | had to really beg 
‘and plead with her and I did't lke It 
1 don't know why, but | suddenly 
thought of bringing in my very own pal 
‘And Brother rhymes with Binker, that's 
alll He has been with me for a long 
time now. Sister never teased me in 
the beginning!" Brother explained, 

"At first twas okay by me," agreed 
Sister, "But later on he began toclaim 
that Binker was his best friend, Now 
‘even when | want to play Brother says 
that Binker is there so he won't play! 
{fm almost jealous of that silly make- 
believe Binker! So | tease him!" 

"Come to think of it, | am jealous 
too! | wish | had thought of such a 
friend” agreed Papa Undir 

They allhada good laugh together. 
There was nothing wrong with Brother 
afterall! 
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daddy announced as he settled into the sofa with a cup 
‘of tea and a Business India one evening. (He had just 
fetuined home from the bank.) Mummy said, "Hal Time 
for moving again."’ Reshma blinked away 
tears, Because ‘promotion’ often brought 
another word along with it — an inseparable 
word — TRANSFER, Promotion and transfer 
were the two sides of a single coin. But, of | 
course, there were exceptions, 


RANSFER — the 
word had meant 
adventure when 
Reshma was young 


i] i] | 'm having my promotion test on the fourth of March,’ 
































































[New place, 
new language, 
new school, 
new friends. 
new neighbours 
and what not, But now. 
sadness had become a 
synonym for transfer. Reshma 
couldn't even bear the 
thought of leaving Trivandrum, 
leaving her colony, her dear 
school and above all, her 
friends. 

She sighed and went to 
her room and had a 
good cry, Her 
parents tried 
toconsole (a 
her 

wno 
knows. | 
may not be 
transferred,’ 
said her father,“ 
haven't begun to 
study as yet and its be: 
gun to rain indoors! Mon- 
soons have come early this 
time!" 

Hiscomments brought a smile 
to her face, and she began to 
study. The next morning began as 
usual with the ‘cursing’ of the alarm 
clock, and with a PT. Usha ‘tun’ to the 
bus-stop, and soon she was in school. 


conversation in school proved 

that cricket fever had struck all 

students, Reshma heard many of her friends talking about 
cricket. One girl was saying. “Poor Sachin! Missed his century by 10 
marks! | mean runs!"” Another was saying, “This teacher doesn’t have 
heart. She gave us four ‘overs’ to study when India v/s Aus. is going 
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‘onl Reshma smiled as she walk- 
ed to her class Vil'A’, She was 
greeted by many. She put her 
bag in its place and joined her 
group, who were discussing 
cricket right then. 

They all greeted her cheerfully 
‘and guessed that she was not In 
her usual cheerful mood. Before 
they could ask, she herself told 
them the reason, — ‘transfer’, “It 
can’t happen so soon," said 
Madhuri. “Anyway, there are 
twenty more days for school to 
finish,” said Shwetha. 


ut the twenty days flew past 
as fast as a jet plane flies. 
and soon, Reshma found 
herself in the examination hall 


writing herlast exam. Soon exams 
‘over, promotion exam over, her 





which stated who was transferred 
and who wasn't, All her father's 
colleagues were sure that a 
transfer was on the cards for him, 


hen something unexpected 

happened. Daddy's imme- 

diate boss resigned due to 
some personal problems and 
since her father was the most 
experienced as wellasbest suited 
for the post, he was chosen. And 
well, that meant that he possibly 
couldn't be transferred for atleast 
three years! 

Three years! |e, 365 + 365 + 365 
days! Reshma almost went mad 
with joy. She said, ‘Oh! So we 
can‘tsee anew place. We won't 
be able to."’ Seeing the roised 
eyebrows of both her parents, she 
just winked. 

G. Saraswathi, aged 12, 
Holy Angel's Convent, 
Trivandrum. 











fother got the expected 
promotion. Now Reshma was 
anxiously awaiting the transfer list 
Teacher + Spell mouse 
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‘Teacher + But whats the el of i? 
Rita: Atal? 
aged 10, 
Mangalore - 4 








Hw di goa get tha horn 





Sunita 
Tooth 
Suis 





et ear b all bene 





Here's bt rem 
ere ws this 
M. Praseems aged I, 


Pondicherry, 





rugs 








a 


fpaddoyo ‘sinumeyseo 3) ¥ 
sussied ma} ¥ 





5-seupeW 
“sss MPU 


*LE pobe ‘eugeld'y puna dno 1 
pjoo anuag “suNoY OM) 10) ales061jo! seBns dno % 
Boe ymog e ul siuaIpaiBul @noge auf Ie XIN, dies 
balmges lain ‘SOONS UIYT OU! IND 
sousayo Maj seueueg edu a6se| Z 
sepmod auy oju! paysnuo “woWePled Y epeianan 


Tip 














[STORIES FROM OUR READERS — 
















ZT = oe sport and meet the 
‘new neighbour,” amma said. 

“No!” | shouted. 
"Oh, she will soon go, Sudha. 
Don't worry,” my father 
we consoled my mother. | 
* walked out of the room in 

a hut 

Ithad all begun on 


a Saturday 
morning. | 
was watching T.V. when suddenly | 
heard amma caling out, “Okay, okay! 
‘What is it?” | walked out to see amma 
bending over the balcony. | peeped 
outside. There was a large truck next 
door, Furniture was being carried into 
the house. “New neighbours?" | 
asked, “Yes,” my mother replied. The 
truck soon roared out of the street. A 
face suddenly appeared at a window. 
Shoulders popped up. “Hello!” a 
voice greeted amma, "Hai, there!” 
Amma called back. “My name is 
Sandhya, What is yours?” The rest 
faded away as I bolted the door to my 
room. If there was anything | hated, it 
was messy strangers. The face 
looked very simple (not a bit stylish). 
“Oh, boy! Life is not going to be fun 
around here from now on,” | muttered 
to myself 





‘And this Sandhya creature was the 
‘one whom amma wanted me to vist 
The next day, | was walking down the 
street when seventeen-year-old 
Sandhya'’s head popped over the wall 

i, Aswathy!" she greeted me. “Oh, 
hello!” | muttered, ungraciously. “Pick 


THE TALE 
OF TWO 


up my Poopsie for me, 
please?” she asked 
“Poopsie?" | echoed back. “She is 
my puppy, Ashu,” she laughed 
“Ashu?” | asked. “But | thought that 
your puppy's name was Poopsie." 
"Yes, of course,” she laughed, "Ashu 
is you 

“Me?” "My pet name for you! Ano 
‘now, will you pick up Poopsie for me?" 
“Mind your own business, will you?" | 
replied rudely, "Why can't you do it 
yourself? Are you the Queen of the 
World that you can't do it?” | walked 
away. 

| was sure Sandhya would tell my 
parents about my behaviour. So, on 
the way home, | cooked up some 
excuses for not helping her. On 
reaching home, | said, “Amma, | have 
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‘a stomach-achel” “That is too bad, 
dear. | was about to give you some of 
this delicious pie!" amma said. | 
groaned. “Idiot! |‘should have said 
something else,” | scolded myselt 
“Your stomach will grow worse if you 
eat pies. So, | can't give you any. Go 
to bed, dear. I'l bring you nice boiled 
cabbage and spinach curry an hour 
later.” 


The next 
morning, as | 
walked past Sandhya's house, | saw 
her face peeping out of the window. | 
suddenly heard a noise and looked 
Up. A truck was coming right onto me! 
"RUN! RUN FOR YOUR LIFE! GO TO 
THE OTHER SIDE!" Sandhya yelled. 
The yell had its effect, 1 ran to the 
other side. The truck just missed me. 
| walked up to Sanchya. "Thanks! You 
saved me," finally gave her a friendly 
smile. | opened the gate and went 
into the garden where she was siting 
And | got a shock. "You... you... are 
crippled!” | cried out. There was 
silence. “Yes, | am," Sandhya said, 
calmly. Inow knew why she had asked 
me.to pick Poopsie up. | started 
‘crying. "Will you ever forgive me?" 





asked, while | knelt down beside her 
wheel-chair, tears rolling down like 
lava from a volcano. “Ihave been very 
rude to you.” 


“ay ou are forgiven,” said 
Sandhya with a twinkle in her 
eyes. "You've already been punished 
you —_ know? 
“What? How?” 


















‘slomach-ache!” "How do you 
know that?" "Because it was | who 
made the pie. Your mother told me 
that you had a stomach-ache and you 
couldn't eatit. That's why," "What can 
| do to make up?" | asked. “Three 
things,” said Sandhya, "What three 
things?” | asked. "Be my best friend, 
bbe my bestfriend, be my best friend!” 
she said. | gasped, then laughed. 
"Yes I will, yes | will, yes | willl” | 
answered back. Both of us laughed. 
The next morning, amma came to 
the table with beautiful fresh flowers. 
| asked, “Amma, can | go and given 
these flowers to Sandhya chechi*,can 
Ian I?" 





Aswathy S. Chandran, 
‘Thiruvananthapuram- 11. 
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Anni Kumari, aged 12, 
{ierale Samajam Model Schoo), 
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STORY 
T inku sat morosely under the 
banyan tree. Squirrels chattered 

and birds twittered, Behind him the 
‘deep, dark forest could be seen. In 
front of him lay his father's lush, 
green farm, But Tinku heard and 
‘saw nothing. He just sat under the 
tree musing over his misfortunes. 

He had just got a severe scolding 
from his mother. Twelve bananas 
had disappeared from the kitchen! 
His mother was convinced that Tinku 
had gobbled them all up. 

His protests were of no avail. He 











Kitchen door was open, Anyone 
ould have crept inside and eaten 
the bananas. But his mother was 
adamant. 

“But who can eat twelve bananas 
in one. go?” asked Tinku scornflly 

“You can!" retorted his mother. 
“Rather your stomach can! It's 
‘always hungry!" 

Tinku sulked, 


is mother brought in a basket 
‘of mangoes and placed them 
in the kitchen. 


= 


She locked the kitchen 
door firmly. 

“Why don't you close the litle 
window too?" said Tinku 
angrily 

‘You wouldn't be able to 
crawl through the bars,” 
replied his mother. "You are 
too plump! 

She went off to tend to the 
hens. 

Tinku went nowhere, He 

just sat and sulked. He was 
really angry. Getting a yelling 

































for nothing! 

“I wish | had eaten those 
bananas!" he mused. “I am feeling 
hungry!" 

It seemed ages till his mother 
returned for lunch. 

She opened the kitchen door. 

“Eek!” she shrieked. 

Tinku rushed in to see what the 
matter was 

The basket of mangoes was 
half empty! 

“You took them!" accused 
his mother." 

“Ym not a ghost to walk 
through closed door: 
retorted Tinku. 

His mother was most 
upset. Never ever had 
this happened before! 





\l was peaceful 
for the next few = 
days, Tinku was “S)ree 
convinced that the fruit 
thief was sick after eating so many 
mangoes! rushed 
Tinku’s mother forgot all about the outside. 
disappearing fruit. She placed a ly clothes!” shrieked his mother 
oowltul of grapes on the hall table in dismay and rushed out of the 
and went into the kitchen. Tinku kitchen. 
eyed the grapes longingly. The inevitable happened. She 
“Mother won't notice if three collided with Tinku! 
grapes are missing!" he thought, as. “Ooooh! My aching bones!” she 
he crept stealthily towards the table moaned, clutching her arm. 
Which stood just beneath a huge “Ouch! exclaimed Tinku, 
window. Through the window he clutching his head. 
noticed a monkey sitting on the AS his mother opened her mouth 
clothestine. to scold him. Tinku yelled out, 
“A monkey!” he shouted and “Monkey!” 


orange i 30 | 




















hey both rushed to the 

clothesline, The monkey led 
them to a fine dance. Tinku finally 
chased it into the fields. 

They returned triumphantly to the 
house. 

“My grapes!” wailed his mother 

Tinku looked guilty 

He glanced at the table 
grapes! 

“But | only took three!” he 
protested as his mother glared at 
him, “And | wouldn't have been able 
to chase the monkey if | had eaten 
the whole lot!" 

His mother was only half 
convinced! 

“| must catch the thief!" swore 
Tinku. "Mother won't give me any 
more fruits to eat!” 


No 


he next day Tinku had a 
job to do. His mother 

wanted him to sit under 

the banyan tree and 

















guard a basket of grapes and a 
basket of bananas. Chotu, the boy 
\who helped on the farm, would soon 
come and take the baskets to the 
market, But till then Tinku had to 
guard the baskets, 

"No eating the frit!" warned his 
mother. 

Tinku sat under the banyan tree, 
swatting away the flies that Kept 
pestering him, It was a hot, humid 
day, Tinku had great difficulty in 
Keeping himself awake, He finally 
succumbed to the inevitable. He fell 
asleep. The flies didn't bother him! 
Nor did the hot, hot sun. A snore 
escaped im. Tinku was fast asleep! 

He didn't notice that his grapes 
were being gobbled up! Curious at 

his snores which were getting 
louder and louder, 
someone walked towards 
Tinku. Something 
touched Tinku on the 
arm. 

"Go away!” said 
Tinku, reluctant to 
open his eyes, 

Something 
touched him again 

Tinku sleepily put 

‘cout his hand to 

push it away, It felt 
‘smooth and wet! 

“A snake!" 
yelled Tinku and 
sat upright 


Herene: 
tly start- 
ed clambering 























up the tree. Something wound itself 
around one of his legs. 

“Let go!” shouted Tinku, kicking 
himself free. It belatedly dawned on 
him that snakes could climb trees! 

He clambered up as fast as he 
could and perched himself on the 
nearest branch, He didn't notice that 
it was a rather thin branch. Creak! 
The branch broke, It had 10, for it 
was thin while Tinku was fat! Down 
fell Tinku_into the basket of grapes. 

“Ugh!” said Tinku in disgust as 
grape juice spilled on him, He stood 
up gingerly 

‘Something wrapped itself around 
his waist and lifted him 

“Help!” cried Tinku. "A snake is 
carrying me away! A snake. 
‘Snakes can't lift me!” 

Tinku looked back, There stood 
a baby elephant! 

“Put me down immediately!” 
yelled Tinku, pummelling the trunk 
of the Jittle elephant, It obeyed. 
Down he fell with a thump! 

“Ouch!” screamed Tinku. “That 
hurt!" 

He glared at the elephant as it 
lifted some grapes. 

"So you are the thief!" said Tinku. 

“Hrumphl" said the baby 
elephant and spat something out. It 
hit Tinku on.the forehead! 

“Ooooh!” yelled Tinky. “Wait till | 
get you!" 

And then something jumped on 
to his shoulder. Tinku looked. 

“A monkey!” he exclaimed, "Aha! 
Now | know what happened to our 
fruit!" 

Tinku could see his mother 








coming towards them along with 
Chotu. 

"You better tell them that you ate 
the grapes!" said Tinku sternly to the 
baby elephant, 

“Hrmph!” said the elephant 
politely, 

“Tinku! What have you done to 
the grapes? And why are you 
playing with that elephant? You 
were..." scolded his mother, But 
just then the litle elephant lovingly 
wrapped it’s trunk around her waist 
and gently lifted her up! 

“Put me down!" she yelled at the 
surprised elephant. 


inku ‘laughed. He knew 
what would happen next! The 
elephant|et go suddenly. His mother 








cougar 
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landed with a thump! “Stopit, Tinkul” orderedhis ——_|- 

“"Hrmph!" said the baby elephant, mother. 

"So you stole the fruit!” But Tinku was too latel 
exclaimed his mother. 

“Hrumpht” said the baby 
elephant. 

It trotted off towards the 
house! 

“Hey! Where do you 
think you are going?” 
yelled Tinky. 

The elephant had 
discovered the huge trough 
of water near the house. It 
drew some water into its trunk 
and then came back towards 
them. 

“Swoosh!” 

Water spattered out of its trunk! The baby elephant came back 

“You need a good whack!" said towards them with its trunk once 
Tinku's mother angrily. “You're as again full of water, They both ran as 
bad as Tinku!" fast as they could, The delighted 

The elephant went back to the elephant ran behind them! 
water trough 

























inku stopped running. So did his 
mother. They were breathless! 
"Swoosh!" 

Water once again 
sprayed on them, 

"Hrmpht” said the baby 
elephant making it's way 
back to the trough of water, 

~ "Hmph!" said Tinku's: 
mother angrily, "Wait 
til | get my hands on 
that creature!” 

Tinku ran towards 
the house. He came 
out and offered the 
little elephant 
something. The 
elephant drenched 

















him with water and then happily took 
the thing from Tinku's. palm. 

“Pfft!” snorted the elephant in 
disgust and out flew something from 
his trunk bang onto Chotu's 
forehead, who had all along been 
laughing at their plight! 

He stopped 
laughing and = = 
moved towards 
the elephant. The elephant wrapped 
it’s trunk around him and dumped 
him into the trough of water! 

“Serves you right!" laughed 
Tinku. 





he elephant turned towards him. 

Tinku fled! He ran back towards 
the tree where the basket of grapes 
lay. 

“Here!” he implored the elephant 
“Have some fruit!” Suddenly they 
heard a loud trumpeting sound from 
the forest. 

The baby elephant ran back 
towards the forest. 

"Whew!" exclaimed Tinku, 
relieved that he would not be 
dumped into the trough of water, He 
was feeling fithy with sweat, grape 
juice and water clinging to his 
clothes. 

"Pooh!" he said wrinkling his 
nose in disgust. 

“"What did you give it?” asked his 
mother curiously, 

"Sour lime!" 
grinning... 

“| wonder why it came here?” 


said Tinku 








pondered 
mother. 

said Chotu, 

"You!" said Tinku scorfully. 





K6 EQ ¥ destroying the forest, the 

elephant's natural habitat has 
been spoiled. They come out of the 
forest to get food.” 

“How do know all this?” asked 
Tinku, surprised that stupid Chotu 
knew so much. 

“Elephants raided my village 
once. The forest officer scolded us 
for ruining the forest. Now my village 
folks take great care of the forest, It 
wasn't nice bumping into elephants. 
‘everyday! Some even got drunk on 
toddy!” 

Tinku laughed. 

‘Maybe...." he began 
‘Don't you dare offer toddy to that 
baby elephant!" warned his mother. 

Tinku sighed. Mothers were too 
clever! 

He's waiting for the baby elephant 
to return. It could do his chores: 
Work would then be interesting. For 
he wouldn't be doing it 
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RETOLD BY READERS 


nice Arjuna, Krishna's realise his folly. So, one day, while 
favourite devotee, grew he was taking a walk with Arjuna, 
proud, Of course, Krishna casually said, “I must 
Krishna was aware of this, and appreciate Karna. He is avery 
decided to make Arjuna generous person,” 
Arjuna immediately felt jealous. 
So he at once said, “I don't 
think anyone can be more 
generous than I.” 
“Prove it,” said Krishna, 
with a mischievous smile, 
§ What should Ido 


















to prove it?” asked 
Arjuna, 
“Come to this 
spot tomorrow 
morning,” said 
Krishna, 


the next morning, 
Krishna pointed 
to two big hills, glittering. 
like silver in the 
morning light. 

“How beautiful they 
are” exclaimed Arjuna, 
“How come I haven’t seen thera, 
before?” 








oun 


Well,” 
| replied 
Krishn: 
“Distribute 


these hills to the 
people. I'll give 


you time till 
dusk.” 

Arjuna immedi- 
ately took a spade, 


ease distribu 
people by sunset 
ou wish my Lord," said 


k "need th 
__ fa much time."” 


He called two passers-by 
said, “I would like 









distribute pie 
of the hill to the town 
people, who had assembled 
there in aline, Arjuna 
| worked hard all day, but not 
even one hill had-been 
given away completely. 
As the sun set, Lord 
Krishna came there 
smiling, 















hall test Karna 
tomorrow. Come here Arjuna’s pride shattered that 
at dawn.” very moment. After Karna left, 
Krishna smiled at his friend and 








the next morning, the three _ devote 
rmetat the saine place. And “Indeed,” admitted Arjuna, 
lo! There were the same two hills, 


| gleaming as they had the morning S. Deepa, aged 13, 
[ Defore. Balalok M.HLS.S., Madras. 
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“He is more generous than I.” 
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an you write as fast as you 
can speak? Almost nobody 
can. But very often itis 


necessary to take down the words 
as someone speaks them, in order 
to have a record. One way of 
doing this is writing in shorthand. 

Shorthand is the art of writing 


he world's 


Tiree WORLD’S 


anveiled before a welect group 
of viewers on the lawns of a 
a1 Queen's Parke 
In Caleutta on April 16, 1996. 


Private how 















by means of signs that can be 
made quickly. These signs 
which are not the same as 
words, can be read later by 
a person who knows the 
system, Today, the word 
shorthand is used to describe 
this method, but it has also been 
called stenography which means 
little or narrow writing), and 
tachygraphy (which means swift 
writing), and brachygraphy (which 
‘means short writing). 


ye ‘may think that the idea of 
shorthand isa modern inven- 
tion, but itis actually about 2,000 
years old! In ancient Roman times, 
men like Cicero and Seneca were 
making great speeches in the 
Roman senate, Aman name Tiro, 
in 63 B.C., invented a system of 
shorthand for taking down these 


LARGEST 


ones tS’ DAINTING 


the Indian scriptures, 

The canvas Is covered with the 
variour Hindu deities like, ‘Shiva’ 
gali' ancl 'Vishynu', and objects like the 
‘Shankh', the ‘Gada’ and the 
‘Chakra’, in bright colours. Each 


mposition has a caption explaining 

















the aetist's thought, The work tool a 
yearand thees months to complete and 
was ready a couple of years ago, but 
the artist, who liver and we 





Himachal Pradesh, was unable to 





exhibit it for lack of sufficient 








counge® 












“speeches. His system was so good 
that it was taught in the Roman 
schools; it was learnt by the 
emperors, and remained in use for 
hundreds of years. It was based 
on the use of initials, which made 
ita kind of abbreviation. In this 
system, a consonant could be 


SHOR 


written so it slanted in three 
different directions, and according 
to this direction it indicated the 
vowel which followed it, 


Me shorthand was born 
in England at the time of 
Queen Elizabeth. A system was 
invented that allowed each sign 
to slant in four different directions 








wing was organised. 


eazy 





Th was through the initiative of 
industrialist Suresh Neotia 


Suresh Ke Anjum 


‘SNIPPETS. 


‘and the base of each sign could 
be made in twelve different ways. 
In 1837 Isaac Pitman introduced 
his sytem of shorthand which was 
based on sounds, so that all words 
are written as they sound, not as 
they are spelt, There are twenty- 
six signs for the twenty-four 


HAND 


consonant sounds, and dots and 
dashes are used for the vowels. In 
1888, Gregg introduced an 
improved system of shorthand 
which is the one most widely used 
today. 




















Shraddha Kudtarkar, aged 14, 
Deep Vihar High School, 
Goa, 











both for climates except far the extreme cold or hot 













ut Dalias ey Fany ayed blcoms to 
ying in size, shape 


of flowering plants called “Composita” 





are grown in India, 





which 20,000 species are believed to exis 
‘Originally from the dry highlands of Mexico, popular among them being the ‘Decorative 
and named after its discoverer, the Stwedish west prolific ofall the Dabliss 


s Dahl, Dablias took enany 





botanist An 
Text and Transparencies 
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to reach Ida, But today they 





er the country: They are able to adapt to most 
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AM A FISH 


Tam afish 

Who saw my friend landing on a dish 

| was terrified to see it 

But | had to believe a bit of it 

| was taken to the market 

‘The fishermen were making a racket 

There were lots of ish food in a packet 

| wanted to eat the fish food 

But the shopkeepers had no mood 

Then | was taken to a house 

‘Where | met a mouse 

I became his frend 

A git of the house bent down looking lovingly 
at the goldfish 

| wished | were a goldfish 

But it was not true 

| was a black fish! 


Elizabeth Cyriac, aged 8, 
Madras - 600 085, 





THE WITCH IN THE DITCH 


There are many trees which are She is very angry, 
cutdown, Because she Is very hungry, 


But there is one tree, 
Which is always free, 
Can you guess which? 
Yes, it's always in a ditch 
That tree is a witch, 

She is caught, 

Ina big blue pot 





She Is dropped In a well, 
When someone rings a bell, 
Can you guess who she is? 
Yes a witch, 

‘Who Is always ina ditch! 

ti Balio, aged 10 
‘St.Mary's School, Pune. 
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GRANNY’S TALES 
UMMER holidays in Kerala 
rmeantattipto Guruvayoor, the 
‘home of the child deity, who is 
supposed to be one of the 

forms of Lord Krishna. Being a child him: 

sell, Gurwvayoorappan loved playing inno 
cent tricks on his devotees. And children 

‘are his favourites. It was one such tale that 

ptt" told us on a trip to Guruvayoor. 


T was the rainy season 
Monsoon in Kerala always 
meansheavy, incessant down. 


pour Two boys were returning 
{rom school, when they were caught in the 
tain. They drtedint he Gurwvayoorappar 
temple neatby to seek shelter There they 
stood, shivering with cold and hungry, be 
cause they hadn't any breaklast and not 
sure that there would be lunch waiting for 
them at home 
Hala from a very poor family of five 
the two boys hardly at 
‘ne square meal a day 
Very on, they wou 
either go hungry 
schoolorstarvea! 
nights. Occasion 
ally they would ge 
some kanji (rice 
























* Grandma [| 








‘grue)iftheir mother was lucky to get some 
from the house where she worked. And 
being growing boys, they were always 
hungry. But this did not make them bitter 
cor unhappy - they had great faith in Lord 
Guruvayoorappan. 

younger ane, who 


was just six 


years old, felt faint with cold 


and hunger. They watch- 
ed as devotees walked 


HAT afternoon, both boys were 
ravenously hungry. The 


into the temple carrying 
rich offerings for the 
Lord. Just then, a rich 
lady made a grand 
entrance into the 
temple, bedecked 
with jewels and or 
names, and ur 








rounded by her ser 
ants. She said her 
prayers to the 
Lord. Betore 
leaving, 


















‘she put Rs.1001 into the already over. 
flowing hund. The thousand rupees 
somehow fell into the hundf, but the one 
rupee was lett sticking out of the sit for 
puting money in 

The litle boy who had been watching, 
Quietly took the rupee, ran out ofthe ter 
pile, and bought a banana each for the two 
of them, 


creatures! You stole money 
olfered to God," The feeble 
cries of the boys, “We took | 
‘only one rupee that too be- | 
cause we were'very hun- 
gry!” went unheard, The 
bleeding boys were thrown 
‘out ofthe temple premises. 
The next day, when the 
priest opened the doors ofthe 
temple sanctum, what did he 
‘see! Lord Guruva- yoorappan 
in.apool of blood, And his body | 
was blue as if someone had | 
beaten him, The shocked priest 
ran out crying out the Lord's 
name, Then he heard an asarir* 
saying, * You fools! You people 
are offering me 80 much, yet you 
could not understand te plight of 
{wo small boys, They were hungry 
and took only one rupee, that 100 
mine, They could have stolen the 
entire amount if they wanted, What 
right did you have to beat them?" 
HE officials repented their | 
folly and begged the for- 
‘giveness ofthe deity, From 
then onwards, they started annada- 
rnam** everyday, feeding scores of | 
‘needy people, But the food Is meant | 
‘ot for the poor alone, Is forall devo: 
tees who believe the food is prasadam 
(divine offering ofthe Lord), Allare we 
‘come to eatin the house ofthe Lord, 







































S patti finished her story, we 
Could see the giant statue of 
Garuda, the vehicle-of Lord 
Vishnu, We had reached Guruvayods, the 
temple that had witnessed many miracles 
‘And while we stood in the queque after 
darshan to eat the prasadam, | remem- 
bered the boys and thanked the Lord for 


temple priest 


who. happened o be 
i .__waling i, cates he onpo 
{cin rd pote wo ay oo 
j.them, while narrating | the incident. The tem- 
| ple security officer, in anger, beat the boys all that he has given me, 
| 





black and blue shouting, “You wretched — SANDYA DEV 
7 Distributing free food te people 





REATIVE WRITING 


t was a Sunday morning, 
| and | had just woken up from my 
favourite occupation, sleeping. | 
grabbed a news magazine and sat 
down on a wooden chair with a 
loud ‘THUD’. The main news 

feature was about the Hawala 
case, with which all of you 
must be familiar by now. As | 











































‘was reading the article, my younger sister 
Meenu, came tome and said, “What are you 
reading? Tell me that story...” | 

This case had left a deep impression in 
my heart and | was ready to discuss it 
with anyone, be it mom or the six-year-old 
Meenu. 

“"Meenu,"| began , “do you know anything 
about the Hawala Case?" 








EXPERIENCE 








"The Halwa-la case, Oh! You mean the |” Z 


bring ‘halwa’ case?” she enquired bringing 
in the Hindi meaning of the word. 


“ N 1000000," | said, “The case is the one 
in which all the politicians like Rao, 
Scindhia, etc. are trapped,” | added. 

“Oh really!" my sis exclaimed, "you mean 
that one. Yes, yes, | know the ABC of the 
case," she boasted. 

“Wow!"" How sweet, will you tell me 
something about it?” said I, teasinaly. 

“Sweet, what do you mean by sweet? How 
can you say the case is sweet? Have you 
tasted it?" asked Meenu angrily 

“Stop it, you idiot. Don't try to change the 
subject. How can one taste a case? Talk 
sense, Menu. | asked you about the hawala 
CASE and not about a Hawala CAKE, okay?" 
I said, quite irritated, 

“Ah, alright,” said my sis, “The Halwa-la 
case, you know is a case which is. 

"Nope," | interrupted, “Enough, | don't 
want to hear anything from you, and | left 
the place as | didn't have the intention of 
converting the Halwa-la-oops-~ | mean, the 
Hawala case to any other halwas or cakes 
pastries or any other dish, 


Simi Radhakrishnan, 
aged 14, 
Bangalore - 32. 
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KAL OR PAL? 


This nappened to my sist 
Anusha, onthe return journey in 
the train, after a visit t0 
Bangalore, Goa and Madras. Our 
cousin brother who likes to be 
cating all the time, searched in 
the baggage and brought out 4 
packet of halwa. He took some, 
nd offered the resto allo us. 
Ama was aig bok and 
se took some ofthe hala an 
‘without even looking a it, puta 
piece in her mouth. The next 
‘moment, she spat it out saying) 
Hey! ‘There is kal in the 
halvat" Vijay, another cousin 
laughed and said, “Silly! That's 
rota ka, buta pale!” | 

AAI of uy stared surprised, 
How srange! But when Anusha 
opened her mouth, revealing & 
tissing toth, we understood! 
‘Anusha's loose tooth had fallen 
of while she had been eating the 
halal 











G. Archana, aged 12, 
‘stone in Tait 


Coimbatore, 
“Tamiiforthe word tooth 

























Phillip brought the first batch of white 
settlers to this place, Because he 
lay of January 
ch year is 





landed on the 26th 
1788, this day 
remembered and celebrated as 
‘Australia Day, Sydney is the capital 
‘of New South Wales (NSW), the oldest 
of Australia, Sydney is located 
at the northern-coastal end of the 











opera House 


* Syaney skysisos ond 

view of Philip Sree! 
February are the summer 
months and July - 
September are the winter 
months. 


Ee sess 
proud of the 








imposing Vi 
artistically with modern 


clean roads and well- 
rough. 





multi-cultural city with 

ries mergs 
skyrises, 
developed suburbs. A walk 
the long and straight Elizabeth, 


state, Tis 
people from nearly 140 count 
living together as friends. It enjoys @ 
temperate climate 
November - 

cnwhne® 


pleasant 
thebughout the y 








and George streets will keep anyone 
busy for hours, Besides shops, malls, 
restaurants, and fastfood joints, the 
twinkling lights and neon signboards 
make these streets spectacular, All 
these streets terminate atthe seapoint, 
known popularly as the Circular Quay 
(pronounced as key) because the city 
trains take a roundabout here and 
return to their starting points, From 
the Circular Quay, we can see the 
beautiful Opera House, perched on 
the coastline, Whenever I visited 
Sydney, I went to see the Opera 
House, and I never felt tied of seeing, 
itagain and again, Although I never 
had a chance to see any programme 
in it, the very exterior attracted me. 
Looking at the cluster of giant, 
inverted seashellslike building against 
the blue sea and skyline was always 
aan enjoyable experience. 





5 we come out of the Circular 
Quay and proceed along the 
northern side of the bay, we can see 
the beautiful, thirty and odd feet tall 
floral puppy. ‘This is something I liked 
very much, If we proceed a bit up- 
wards, we can see the Darling Harbour 
Bridge, which I was told is an engi- 
hill) + Ds vor 
ae ple 
Lill Giel Bot don't ned tho? 
| Trocy Clene! D'scuzo, ged 13, 
' Thone = 401202 











neering marvel. It is on this Bridge 
that Sydneyites celebrate the new year 
with fireworks. As I stood in the 
Circular Quay and watched the sea 
in front of me, 1 was thrilled to see 
the Opera House, a concrete wonder 
‘on my right, and the Darling Harbour 
Bridge, an iron wonder on my left 


Aw place of interest was the 
Taronga Zoo in North Sydney 
The Zoo is on a hillock and is 
surrounded by natural vegetation, 
From the Circular Quay, one can 
travel by ferry or by road. We went 
by ferry and reached the entrance of 
the 200 by travelling in a cable car. 
We could see the larger animals in 
their invisible enclosures from top, 
‘The 700 includes a rich collection of 
the Australian animals like koalas, 
kangaroos, ostriches, platypus and 
seals, besides several well-kept 
foreign animals like tigers, lions, 
clephants, and giraffes. Watching 
Australian birds like cuckatoos, 
kookaburras, penguins, owls, and 
emus was exciting. Each enclosure 
has a trained keeper who explains 
about the animal. An enclosure, 
entitled 'Night-Life of Animals’, is 
something I can never forget, Looking 
at some of the night-active aniinals 
like owls, foxes, opposums, lizards, 
sakes wats educative, | did spend a 
few moments in the company of a 
family of koalas, the sweetest of 
Austalian animals. Someone in our 
group remarked : “In Taronga Zoo, 
the visitors are eaged and the animals 
ave let free.” 1 felt it was true, The 
sinimals were healthy and behaved as 
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though they were in 
their natural habitats. 


was told that the 

Oceanarium in 
Sydney is something 
one should never miss. 
| missed it, but I gather 
that the setting of the 
animals is so wonderful 
that one gets a feeling 
of being in the sea, The 
Queen Victoria Building 
(QVB) is a famous 
landmark in Sydney. It 
is one of the largest 
shopping malls of the 
city, attracting thousands 
of shoppers everyday. 
The entire mall is set 
around a huge clock 
suspended from the 
roof. The QVB mall 
celebrates the corona- 
tion of Queen Victoria 
‘The formal attires of the 
Queen for different 
occasions arranged in a 
centrally-located glass 
case, with a life-size 
statue of the Queen, are 
added attractions of the 
vs. 

I have been to 
Frankfurt, Amsterdam 
and New York, But do 
not think I have seen a 
more beautiful city than 
Sydney. 

‘Text and photos : 
Ramya Raman, 
Madras - 600 030. 
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OO” 
GANGES MIX-UP! 


These creatures live in the Ganga, but the 
spellings of their names are all mixed up. Can 
you find out what these creatures are? 


HAIRLAG TORTE 
Magesh K.G., 
PINHOLD aged 12, 


LETTUR Bangalore - 560 046 
NICEPAL 


POETRY 


AWAY FROM THE CITY 


A\way from this ity, 

Away from this fast pace, 

| would like to go to yorider place. 

Where flowers bloom and sunshine smiles, 

Even as the bees bring honey to their hives. 

A place where bids ing songs of God and nature 

| could sit under a tree and think of the future. 

‘Aplace where animals and human could be lifelong 
fends 

‘Where the stream gurgles through rocks and bends, 

“Avia fom the Bustle, 

Away from this fast pace, 

L would like to go to such a beautiful place. 


‘Sushma Shenoy, 
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Traian scientists 
have discovered a number of 
undersea hot springs that facilitate 
formation of minerals of valuable metals 


HOT SPRINGS 


off the Andaman and Nicobar Islands. 
‘These high temperature vents are opening 

‘on the sea bed through which hydrothermal 

solutions as hot as 300? celsius are ejected 
in to the sea water. 

Such hydrothermal mineral 
desposits have been reported 

from several locations in 


SNIPPETS 







the Pacific and Atlantic Oceans. This 
Is the first time scientists have, 
‘obtained a strong evidence of 
the existence of a similar 
system in the Andaman 


Here is a boat puzzle. 
Match the boats to the places 
where they are from 


1. Gondola - Canada 

2. Sampan - Arabia 

3. Kayak - Italy 

4. Schooner - India, the 
Coromandel Coast 

5. Catamaran - China 

6. Dhow - England 


GS. Srinivas, 
Vidya Mandir, 
Bangalore. 





Answers on page 96 
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Te Delphinidae family of whales is found in.all the seas from the 
‘Arctic to the Antarctic. The Killer Whale is black of the top, and the 
underpart is white. Ithas a blunt snout. It also has 40-50 large, 
conical, teeth. Rounded flippers and a triangular dorsal fin complete 


the picture. These whales go in grodps (from a few to upto 50 
individuals). Killer Whales often swim in formations or in rows. They 
sometimes leap out from the water. Their diet consists of fish, 
cephalopods, penguins and marine mammals such as seals, dolphins 
and whales, There are no recorded instances of killer whales 
attacking humans. 

R. Nithin Balaji, std. 1V, 




















— ‘A 
MAKE YOUR OWN 


—_ACTURE POSTCARDS 


Old greeting cards 
A sharp scissors 
Ascale 

A pencil or pen 


How fo make it: 


Choose a few colourful but stiff 
greeting cards. Open a card out and 
cut offthe right side of card, Cut and 
trim the edges ofthe picture. Make 
sure there are no writings on the 
picture or behind i, on the innerside. 
Now on the plain side of the picture 





card, take a scale and draw a line in 
the middle. See a real postcard and 
copy down the details on yours. You 
can draw a box for the stamp an a 
few lines for the To’ address. On the 
other side of the line you can write a 
short message and your name. Your 
picture postcard is ready. J 
You can also use chart paper, the 
size ofa postcard by drawing pictures 
on one side and writing the address 

‘on the other. 
Tephillah Jeyaroj, aged 14, 
Akshara Matriculation School, 
‘Madurai, 




















GEA hat beautiful earrings!” guests soon arrived. The surprise 










| said Arti gazing admirngly was — both the magician anc the 
‘at Ruby's pearshaped ruby ear photographer turned out to be girls 
drops. Everyone admired Ruby's earrings 
Daddy's present for my The photographer, Shilpa, wore a 
|irthday,” said Ruby smiling red salwar kameez, the highlight of 
happily, “Wil Shyam and Raju come which was her golden dupatta which 
day? had lovely red pear-shaped beads 
“Yes, of course, they will be here as tassels—they gleamed like 
a moment, and here comes rubies, Themagician, Renuka, wore 
"said Arti, waving as Radha a black suit and carried a red robe 
inher hand 
fou look great, Are they real “Isn't it a coincidence?" said 
bies?”" asked Radha, Radha who was sharp-eyed 
"Yes," said Ruby. nudging Arti, “See—both of them 
j, “Who else will be coming to the are carrying identical bags.” 
arty?” asked Radha “Oh, you get that bag tree at the 
Well, my old ayah and her new shop that has opened,” said 
jaughter Sonali, then dad has Shyam, "My mother has got 
Wvited an amateur magician one too,” said Raju 
land a photographer. That's “I gave mine to ayah,” 
all, I wanted a small party this said Ruby as she watched 
gime," said Ruby. vem place the bag one 
An old woman 
and a git of eleven 
walked in. Ruby (A 
ran to embrace WH 
them both, All th 











MYSTERY OF THE 


EARRINGS 
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moving closer. 

‘Dad, these drops are heavy, they 
are hurting me - can | remove them 
now?" asked Ruby. 

“Okay, put them in that box on the 
table. | will keep it in the safe when | 
go upstairs,” said her dad. Ruby 
removed her earrings and placed 
them carefully inside the box. 

“Oh! My beautiful beads, 
exclaimed Shilpa staring at her 
dupatta “They are missing—two of 
them. 

‘At once everyone was on their 
knees trying to locate the beads. 

"But | didn't hear any clinking 
noise,” said Arti 

“They might have fallen on the 
carpet,” said Shilpa, 


ust then the doorbell rang-- 
"Sic we have come from the 
cake shop,” said the white-haired 
man 

“But the cake has already been 
delivered,” said Ruby's dad. 

This cake is from the shop, sir 
wishing your daughter a very Happy 
Birthday,” he said walking in, He 
‘opened the box and took out the 
most delicious-looking black forest 
cake shaped like a 12. 

“Thank you,” said Ruby 
surprised and pleased, 

Hurrah," said Shyam anc 
Raju, their tongues begining tc 
water. Suddenly Shilpa stood up 
and said, "Thank God, | have 
found my beads, 

“Then let's proceed with the 
party," said Ruby's dad. Ayah 
began filling up everyone's plate 
They ate til they felt they would burst 














‘Now let me start my magic 
show,” said Renuka, Everyone 
helped her clear the table. 

Little ladies and boys,” she got 
scowls from the boys and she 
grinned, "Here is the first trick of my 
show. Do you see this big ball on 
the table? 

Yes,” yelled Shyam and Raju 
together. 

"Now watch,” said Renuka, she 
covered the ball with a napkin then 
muttered ‘Abraa ca dabra’ thrice. 
When she removed the napkin, the 
ball had vanished 

‘Great!” said Arti clapping nard, 

Now can you lend me your 
dupatta for my next item?" asked 
Renuka turning to Shilpa. Shiloa was 
reluctant to part with her dupatta, 

‘But the beads are so delicate, she 
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‘said, “they might falloff again.” 

“Don't worty, | will be very 
careful,” said Renuka, taking the 
dupatta, "Now watch — there is 
nothing in it, now | will fold it into 
four." said Renuka, She muttered 
some magic mantra over itand when. 
she unfolded it there was an apple 
there! 





tring! Trring! the telephone 
began to ring, Ayah left to 
answer. She returned running, "Itis 
for Renuka madam, itis urgent.” 
When Renuka returned after 
answering the phone, she said, 
"Sorry, | must leave, my mother has 
had an accident. 
“Lwillhelp you pack your things,” 





said Sonali picking up the 
magician’s paraphernalia including 
the dupatta 


“Hey, where are you taking my 
dupatta?” asked Shilpa grabbing it 
from her. 

“Oh, | am sorry. | was just going 
to keep Renuka's things in her bag. 
Isn't that her bag?” she asked 
Pointing to one of the bags on the 
sete 

'Yes, thank you,” said Renuka 
absent-mindedly. She was wortied 
about getting a ticket. 

"{-can arrange for a bus ticket, 
said Ruby's father and departed to 
make the arrangements, During this 
‘commotion, Radha noticed that 
Shilpa went and placed the dupatta 
in her bag. Renuka was in a great 
hurry, She picked up one of the bags. 
‘on the table and departed, "Come 
onlet's play some games now,” said 
Ravi and Shyam together, They 
















PATIENT : Doctor, | fe! 
like a spoon, 

DOCTOR : Sit down and 
dont sit 

‘racy Clement D’souro, 
ged 13, 
Thane = 401202 


played muscial chairs for sometime, 


66h my God. It is 7.30 1 

O rrust teave. i ave another 
appointment,” said Shilpa glancing 
ather watch. "Bye kids, you will get 
the photographs on Wednesday!” 
and picking up her bag she left. Just 
then Ruby's father who had escorted 
Renuka returned. 

“Ruby, where are the earrings?” 
he asked looking for them on the 
table. 

“1 kept them on the table,” said 
Ruby hurrying over, “I thought you 
took them upstairs.” The earring box 
had disappeard 

“In all. this commotion 
completely forgot—why didn't you 
give itto ayah, she would have kept 
* said her dad, Ruby started 
"Dad | am sorry, | should 
have been more careful.” 

"No dear, dont ry; itis my fault 
said her dad, 

"No uncle, let's search—the box: 
was so tiny it might have fallen 
down,” said Shyam, They began to 
search. Arti found the box, it was} 
Under the table, but it was empty 

“Hey, what's that shining over 
there?" said Radha pointing to'a 
listening object at the edge of the 
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carpet 

"it does look like Ruby's drops,” 
said Raju rushing over, "Oh, no! Itis 
a bead,” he said disappointed, as 
hhe gave it to Ruby They searched 
for an hour, but the earrings seemed 
to have vanished. "That's enough, | 
think they have been stolen, | must 
report this to the police," said her 
dad moving towards the telephone. 


£6 © tolen! Who would do that? 

asked Arti shocked, 
‘ould be the man who care to 
deliver the cake,” said Raju 
| + “I can check out the cake-man 
‘because the owner of the shop is our 
family friend,” said Ruby. She called 
up the shop-owner. 
| | “Hello uncle—this is Ruby. Did 
lyou send a special cake for me?” 
her friends crowded round her 
[roping to overhear the reply, "Thank 
lyou uncle, it was delicious, 
Ruby replacing the receiver. 
lluck," she said disappointed, 
‘cake manis out—uncie did send the 
cake because he couldn't come. 
That man has been working with 
them for the last twenty years,” 

“It could be the magician, She 

ade things vanish 80 
Boddenty‘sald Shyam 

"And she left in a hurry too," sald 
Raju 

“it could be,” said Radha, “But 
Ruby I must tell you this now. | saw 
Sonali pick up something from the 
table during the confusion." 
"Really Radha, Sonali is not that 
Find of a gir,” said Ruby annoyed 
“Just ask her,” said Raju 
“Sonali,” yelled Ruby. Sonali had 



















gone to the kitchen to help her 
‘mother prepare dinner. 

"Sonali did you take anytning 
from the table?” asked Ruby, 

Sonali did not answer. 

"You know Ruby's earrings have 
been stolen. We are trying to find 
{he thie! betore the police come in," 
said Arti 

"I didn't take the earrings. | just 
took a big piece of cake so that | can 
cat It ater,” said Sonal 

"You should have asked,” said 
Raju 

“am sorty Ruby, but I didn't take 
anything else—I promise,” said 
Sonali begining to cry. 

“Now don't cry, i's alright,” said 
Ruby. 

"Don't tell mummy, | will show you 
the box in which | kept it,” said 
Sonali 


herantoherbag and unzipped 
it, butthen stood shocked— 

neatly folded on top was Shilpa's 
dupatta 

“My God! How can it be?” she 
said, staring at the dupatta in 
disbeliet 

“I know how,” said Radha quietly, 
"Didn't you all notice that all of them 
carried identical bags? Someone 
has taken your bag by mistake and 
this," said Radha looking at the 
contents,” looks like Shilpa’s bag.” 

"itis a beautiful dupatta," said Arti 
unwrapping it. It was indeed 
beautiful—the red gold combination 
and the sparkling red beads 

“Why did she lie then?” saicr 
‘Shyam suddenly, 

“Who and what lie?” asked Ruby 
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“Why did Shilpa say she had 
found the beads-when actually i 
was Radha who found it now? 
asked Shyam, 

"Yes, but see she wasn't lying 
stupid—see all the beads are there 
now," said Arti displaying the 
dupatta 

“How can that be—two should be 
missing,” said Radha looking at it. 

“My God! Radha see this,” said 
Arti excitedly. She pointed to two 
beads that shone more brightly than 
the others. Everyone crowded 
around it. “We have found your 
earrings Ruby,” said Radha, “It has 
been pinned to the dupatta so 
cleverly that no one would have 
known," she said pulling out the two 
ear drops. 


T2 were 
earrings. 
“Thank God, we have found 
them,” said Ruby happily. 
Now we must catch the thief red- 
handed,” said Raju. 
“Ring up the studio," said Shyam, 
“it must be closed now,” sald 
Ruby glancing at her watch, 
“Anyway she will be back once 
she realizes she has taken the wrong 
bag,” said Raju. 
Just then the doorbell rang 
Shilpa strode in 
‘Sorry | took the wrong bag by 
mistake. | think this is mine," she 











indeed Ruby's 








said, snatching the other bag from 
Ruby, 

| must rush,” she said hurriedly 
making her exit, The children 
followed her stealthily, She began 
running as soon as she was out of 
the compound. At the corner, she 
stopped, unzipped the bag and took 
out the dupatta, She stared aghast 
at the gaping space where thé 
beads had been. She tumed pale 
with anger. 


catch her" yelled Raju, "You 

Cthevest Yeu have stoien my 
beads!” she yelled. All of them 
pounced on her and pinned her 
down. Hearing the commotion, 
Ruby's dad came out, and soon the 
police were there too. All of them 
explained together. 

“This girl,” said the inspector 
when he saw Shilpa, “is not a 
photographer. “She's a crook. She. 
was charged with shop-lifting in 
“Jhaveri Jewellers’ some time back." 

That's where | ordered the 
earrings,” said Ruby's father. 

“Thanks to the kids... or she might 
have disappeared with the 
earrings,” said the inspector as he. 
took Shilpa away. 

“Let's have another party to 
celebrate tomorrow,” said Ruby. 

"And maybe another mystery to 
solve,” said Raju. 

USHA N. KOUNDINYA, 








{Q)Who was the first undereater spy? 
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e know that a circle can 
be thought of as con- 
sisting of 360 degrees. 


W 


Why 360 and not any other 
number? 

\tis surprising that the circle's 
360 degrees are the outcome 










of the earth's movement 
around the sun. 


‘ou know that seasons change. 

And the change is caused 
by the movement of the sun from 
South to North and again from 


North to South, The time taxen by 
the sun to move thus once is taken 
as a year. Or to put it differently, 
the earth goes round the sun ina 
year. 

[twas not easy to calculate the 
number of days the sun takes 
to complete its journey once. 
Many methods were employed to 
track the sun. 
But almost all 


the methods involved measuring 
the angle of the shadows cast 


by the sun, The first 
approximately correct length of 
the year was 360 days and the 








Jasmine Seth, has done India 

proud. The 17- year-old student 
from Elmwood Park High School in New 
Jersey, USA, got a perfect score recently 
in the Scholastic Aptitude Test (SAT) —a 
feat that is achieved by less than 1% of 
‘the 1.5 million students who take the test 


SASMIRE ine 





in the US, Butit was only when the’ 
made a beeline for her after her bri 
results that they discovered that she wt 
blind. 

Jasmine, however, says, “I rogard 
simply asan inconvenience and nota 
tragedy | have dificuties to 
Sometimes it can be very frustrat 


briliant [a 


a4 
He, 
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circle thus got its 360 degrees. 

Though the year of 365 days was 
astablished as early of 4240 BC 
y the Egyptian priests, the 360 
degrees is adopted because it 
suited well for calculations 

Further the number is divisible by 
30, 60, 90 and 12. Angles of 30, 
80, 90 degrees are easy to draw. 
All one needs is a length of rope 
with markings at 3, 4 and 5 units 

When the rope is stretched tight, 
it could form a triangle with 30, 60 
and 90 degree angles. That is the 
reason why a degree was divided 
into 60 minutes and a minute of 
the angle into 60 seconds. The 
number 12 itself was a convenient 
number because it is divisible by 
more of the smaller numbers 
compared to 10. 10 is divisible by 
1, 2.and 5 only, but 12 is divisible 
by 1,2,3, 4 and6, 











F: these same reasons, for the 
shorter time measurements 
like months, minutes and seconds 
we use 12, 30 and 60 respect- 
ively, 

Nowadays, scientists and en- 
gineers use decimal fractions of 
degrees or radians, instead of 
minutes and seconds. 


V. THIRUVENGADAM 






itis not going to stop me from becoming 
something in ie” 

This September she is headed for the 
University of her dreams, Harvard, and is 
now busy working on getting a scholar 
ship, 

Jasmine, who was born in New York, 
has been never been to India, 

Suresh K.Anjum, 
Calcutta -700 091. 
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te 
‘i start firs,” yelled Saddam, 
“Nothing doing, I'm the one who is 
{Going fo start first!" Nikhil shouted 
even louder. The three seniors 
watched this extraordinary commen 
‘cement of the game with growing 
frustration 
"Is this a game of business or 
what?" muittered Tushar undor his 
breath 
Anitha, 
interrupted. 
"Hey! You two! You'll have to pay a 
fine of fine hundred bucks if you don’t 
behave.” 


GM 


The yelling match came 
{oan immediate stop 
‘Saddam looked dis- believingly at 
Anitha 
" "Who said s0?" he demanded. 
“t's written in the book of rules, 
replied Anitha obligingly 





the “bank manager’ 





na few minutes, the 
{ull swing, 
“Look at my earnings,” Nikhil said 
waving the huge wad of paper notes 
inv Ra's face, 

“Hey! What are doing with my 
money?” yelled Saddam in mock 
accusation. 


game was in 











"Your money? Hey! It's mine,” 
protested Nikhil, taking the accusation 
seriously, Saddam carried on the joke 
too far, Soon the two were sprawling 
on the ground, aiming punches at 
each other. 

‘Stop it, you two," ordered Tushar, 
separating the two wrestlers with a firm, 
hand. 

‘This is a game of understanding 
and peace," chided Ria, fixing a no- 
nonsense glare at the two. 

‘You two will pay the bank a sum, 
of rupees five hundred only, for 
misbehaving,” announced the ‘bank 
manager’ 





‘Oh no!" groaned Nikhil. He 
hesitatingly handed over a note. 
won't. | never will," whined 


‘Saddam stubbornly. 


“WAR 


‘Oh no?” asked Tushar 
sarcastically. 
‘ay up!" said Ria in a firm tone, 





Soon the air was filled with a 
chanting of "Pay up, pay up!" which 
grew louder by the minute. 





oe stared dumbfounded at | 
the group, asi they had just bean 
transformed into a gigantic loud 
speaker. 

‘Okay! Okay!” he yelled defeatedly, 
trying to make himsel Heard over the 
an : 

hate he spit” congratulated 
Tushar - 





























“Uh...2" asked Saddam, certain 


that he had not heard right. 

1 said..." began Tushar. “That's 
the spirit!” finished the others in 
unison. 

"“Qoooh!" groaned Saddam, 
holding his hands to his ears. "'mnot 
deaf!” 


“We know that you are...” began 
Nikhil 

“Oh no!” he groaned as his eyes 
settled on the jumbled remains of what 
was “a game of peace and quiet”. 


| Everbody stared in dlsmay a he 
| notes and tokens scattered in 


~ every possible place. 


“it’s all because of you,” Saddam 
soreamed at Nikhi 
“Oh yeah? And what about you?" 
replied Nikhil, ready to punch his nose |, 
in ¥ 
The three seniors gave a groan of 





resignation. 
“Game of business, indeed!"! 
growled Tushar angrily. 1 
“Correction,” said Ria. “ ‘Tis a 
game of war!” "| 


‘Anu Mathew, 
Mumbai - 400 083: | 











[EXPERIENCE 








\ t was one of those hot, 

boring Sunday evenings. 
/ \was watching a cartoon 
on TV. with my mother. My sister, 
who had been playing outside 
lcame in walling, "Mummy, my tooth 
is'aching.” My mother took a look 
land sure enough, one tooth was 


€ 


TO 


on the verge of falling off 
The next: morning | got 
lup with @ heavy heart 
[School again! | reluctantly 
|went in to wash my face 
and have my morning 
cup of milk, Sometime 
later, my sister got up, 
She went to my 
mother and said, 
Look mummy, the 
tooth that was 
aching yesterday 
is no longer 
there!" We 
looked at her 
amazed 
When = my 
mother asked 
her where 








she had put it, she replied that ai 
night, she had woken up and had 
thrown the fallen tooth into the dust 
bin. Now, that could have by all 
means been true, But the fact is, 
that we always bolt and lock our 
back door and my sister is too short 
to be able to unlock the door. So 


THE MYSTERY OF 
THE MISSING 
























there was no chance 
of her going and 
throwing it outside, 
into the dustbin. 


ater that 
morning 
when | was 


making my bed, | saw 
something that made 
me gasp. There it 
was, the missing 
tooth with blood on it, 
lying on the bed, right 
where | had been 
asleep! You must 
have guessed it by 
now. My darling sis 
ter had actually got 
up in the night and 
had very nicely 
thrown it on mel | 
nearly screamed. | 
called my parents 
and showed it to 
them. They had a 
hearty laugh, When 
| asked my sister 
about it she just gave 
me a puzzled look, 
She still declares 
that she threw the 
tooth into the dust- 
bin! 
C.P. Anuradha, 
aged 14, 
Florence Public 
School, 


Bangalore - 32.|/ 
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COUNTAY WITH 11 OFFICIAL LANGUAGES 
ees 





SOUTH AFRICA's new constitution lists 11 
official languages. A further eight languages, 
from Gujarathito Greek, will be promoted and 
developed by a special board, 
In theory, every official document has now 
to be translated into all 11 official languages, 
as they were into Afrikaans and English ear. 
lier when those two were the official lan- 
guages, 
Of the’ 11 listed official languages, Zulu is 
the mother-tongue of more than a quarter of 
all South Africans, If one adds those people 
who can understand, the Zulu-speaking pro- 
portion rises to over a third, By contrast, the 
Venda language is spoken and understood 


only by the 2 percent whose mother tongue it 
is, 





The new Republic's constitution gives 
every South African the right to choose his 
language when dealing with officials wherever 
practicable. The constitution also allows the 
country's nine provinces to adopt just one of 
the 11 languages as their official language it 
they can secure a two-thirds majority in the 
Provincial legislature for doing so. ; 





— Geetha Balachandran 








‘oumngee 





Cricket, Tennis, Badminton... tc. 
‘All these Involve LEVER ACTION, 
FORCE and your ENERGY. 








2 ‘Teacher: If you stood with 
: your back to the north and 
am (f face to the south, what would 
y be on your left hand? 
ae Raju : Fingers? 
5 M.Praveen, aged 14, 
Pondicherry. 
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EXPERIENCE 











My mother often tells me 
incidents from her childood, Here 
is one of them. 

My grandfather had been 
transferred from Madras to 
Bombay. My mother, and her three 
brothers, Vijay, Malu and Ramesh 
were enthusiastic about the 
change of place. 

Once in Bombay, they decided 
to visit the Juhu Beach. At the bus- 
stop, a strange-looking bus 
[screeched to a halt. All the four 








+ Ratecenceto the top storey at «house or building In Tami, 














children stared at it in 
astonishment. Then my mother, 
Malu and Ramesh chorused, 
“Maadi * Bus!" 

Grandfather laughed at their’ 
surprise and explained, “This is a. 
double-decker bus. In Bombay, 
there are buses with an extra 
compartment on top.” 

The children understood that 
their maadi bus was actually a. 
double decker bus. 

R.Veena, aged 14, 
Dehradun. 








RECIPE 





You need: 
3-4 potatoes 

A pinch of salt and pepper 

2 thsp grated cheese 

Chips (optional) 

How to mal 






it 


cogs 


POTATO 
PGNCH ) 


Boil and peel potatoes. 
Mash them ina bowl, 













adding salt and pepper. Do not 
mash potatoes completely. Let a 
few ittle lumps be present, Serve 
gamished with cheese, and a 
bowl of chips to go with it. 










Bindya G., Std X 
Delhi -52 








ur grandmother in 
‘Coimbatore always 
tells us the story of a brave 


young lady, that happened long 
ago. 

This lady, whose name was 
‘Ammalu, had two little children. 
After the death of her husband, her 
in-laws drove her out of the house. 
Homeless and helpless, she 
wandered from place to place. 

Then one day, it began to rain 
heavily, and there were sudden 
floods. There were no houses 





Tearby. Ammala climbed a tee, 
perched her sons on a sturdy 
branch, tore off alength of hernine- 
yard saree (which was what most 
women wore those days) and tied 
her sons to the branch with it, so 
that they wouldn't falloff 


herains stopped, and the 
(T loods began to recede. 
>The villagers slowly began 
to venture out of their houses to see 
the destruction the floods had 
caused. You can imagine their 
surprise when they saw Ammalu 
and her sons shivering on the tree. 
They helped her climb down, and 
asked her who she was, 

“I have a cousin named 
Ramaswamy in the Kottayi village 
nearby,” she said, The villagers 
took her to her cousin's house, But 
Ramaswamy was a poor man 
himself, and could hardly afford to 
feed three more mouths. So he 
arranged shelter for them in a 
nearby emply hut 

Ammalu made a living by 
cooking and supplying food to the 
school masters in a high school in 
that village. One of her sons died 
a few years later. With much 
difficulty, Ammalu managed to 
educate her other son upto the 
tenth standard. His name was 
Seshadri, and he was the husband 
‘of my paternal grandmother. The 
high school where Ammalu worked 
still stands today. 

‘ASowmya (std Vil) and 
R.Vidya (std VI) 
Coimbatore-2 
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[STORIES RETOLD 





ve all know that Lord 
Ficrishna always 

f W comes to our 
help whenever we 
need him, There is 

a small story in 
Mahabaratha to 

prove this. 

Once when 
in the forest, 

Krishna asked 
Yudhishtra, 

“When you were 
playing the game 

of dice and losing, 

| was waiting 
outside hoping that 
you would call me to 
help you, But you didn't. 
Why?” 

Yudhistra replied, *O Lord! | 
knew very well that gambling is not 
good for a king. Even then the 
temptation to play and win was so 
much that | played and lost 
everything, | knew you would be 
there to help me. But | didn’t want 
you to come to my help when | 
was doing wrong. That's why | 
didn't call you."Krishna was very 
pleased to hear this. This story also 











illustrates Yudhistra’s deep sense 

‘of honour and honesty. 
RSindhuja, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560.071. 
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= 
Patient: Doctor, I've 
swallowed a bone! 
Doctor : Are you choking? 
Patient : No, 'm serious 
Deepa N.Ra0, 
Secunderabad. 
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ear Grandma Worm, 
[have an elder sister who is very bad 
tempered, Every day she fights with mom, 
We don't know what to do about her Both 
my mom and Lare desperate. Please help, 

‘A troubled reader 


Dear ‘troubled reader’ 

G You haven't mentioned how ok! your 
sister is. Maybe she has a problem at school 
orathome, which she is unable to express 
shin it’s time your parents sat with her 
and explained to he that venting her tem 
peron them snot good. Then alow her to 
tell you her problem. You must find out 
whether anything is bothering her. If not, 
then you must make her understand that a 
bod-tempered person can be hard to ive 
with 








{8 Vhave a problem. Our neighbour is 
‘averyconstant usitor But I don’ ike 
‘himateall, But my parents like him 


have tried talk- 
ing with them 
about my feel: 
ings but they 
won't listen, 1 
have tried to ig 
nore him, but he 


‘always makes It @ point to talk to me. 1 
don't like his manner and his looks. Ire- 
‘quest you to give me a solution to this 
problem. 

R.J., aged 15, 


Dear Rd, 

This sa problem. If there are serious 
reasons why you find this neighbour objec~ 
tionable, you MUST tell your parents about 
snd make them understand that he isan 
‘unwanted visitor as far as you are con 
cerned, Your parents must help you in this. 
—there is no other way. 











fe] coumngs 








‘Dear Grandma Worm, 
@ Thave one very angry grandma, She 
{s angry and harsh with my brothers and 
ime, even if we do work right, Idon’t want 
to ever talk to her, 

‘Moazzam Najeeb, aged 13, 


Dear Najeeb, 

(An angry grandma? And you have re- 
solved not to talk to her! That sounds sert- 
cous! Now before you make any rash deci- 
sions, remember that its love and under: 
standing that oll the wheels of this word 
‘Show your grandma that you love her and 
care for her — and now comes the most 
Important thing — don't answer her back 
‘whatever she may say. Try this recipe for a 
‘month and see how it works 


ear Grandma Worm, 

_ Mycousin who is in Madras, has TV. 
‘Video games. like them very much. But 

‘my parents refuse to buy them for me be- 


you. But itis good to have a limit — and 
trust your parents’ judgement too. 


Dear Grandma Worm, 
@ I have received a letter in an enve- 
lope with neither the addressee’s name 
‘or the address of the person who sent I. 
It-was written, "If you wish to get good 
luck then make 20 copies ofthis note and 
post it to people who want luck, and 
within 14 days of your posting them, you 
ill reelue good luck only if you In re- 
turn, pos the letter within 4 days of which 
‘you have received i," 

‘And there were many more things wrt 
{en of good luck that came to people who 
‘made the 20 copies and the bad luck that 
descended on the people who disbelieved 
it or threw it away. And they have also 
‘written, ‘Don’t take this letter as a joke.” 
Lam now very scared, Will get bod luck 
If Idon't do what the letter says? 

‘Smitha, aged 15, 
Bangalore. 





EMPERED Sis! 


cause they say it will spoll my studies. 1 
feel very sod. Please advise me. 
S. Nithya,aged 10, Bangalore. 


Dear Nithya, 
@ Wssadthatwe want to our 
selves acquire what oth: 
fers possess. It is a bad 
habit to want what you 
see, Your parents know 
what is good for you. 1 
Jam sure you do have a ot 
of nice things, which your 
parents have bought for 













Dear Smitha, 

Every one of us is bombarded by 
such ‘trash mal’, Don't be scared or 
frightened, Such chain-etters (30 
called) are often accompa- 
ned by threats of bad 
luck or God's wrath 
tothedisbeliever, You 
are welcome to tear it up 
and throw it away. | have, 
done the same myself several 

times. 





ove, 
Guandone Worm, 








expressing thought, Those 

good at languages can 

always express their thoughts 
beautifully. 

So also | discovered in the first 

standard when my Marathi teacher was berating 

me in that alien language. Though | could speak 


LANGUAGE 
PROBLEMS 


understand the names my 
teacher was abusing me with. 
The reason — | had 
forgotten my Marathi book at 
home with my homework in it 
Standing along with me were 
many friends (always together in joy 
and in sorrow) most of whom had 
not done their home-work but all 
of them were claiming to have 
forgotten their books at home 
(couldn't they come up with more: 
original excuses?) When out of 
ty-five children, almost thirty stand 
up saying they have not brought their books 
(hence cannot show their homework) any sane 
teacher gets the remote idea that someone i 
upto mischief, 
‘omy Marathi teacher, looked like that 
Te someone and so she had picked 
© on me from my big supporting group of 
classmates. | had never realised my untapped 






L anguage is justa_means of 






















SUR READERS 

potential til | saw the amount of anger my face 
Could invoke in the frail old lady teacher, She 
‘walked right upto me and demanded my school 
diary, On it she wrote a full one page complaint 
(it looked more like a doctor's prescription) 
concerning me. Then salistied, she handed it 
back to me, 

But, foo! that | am, being eager to rebuild 
student-teacher relations, | gave her my most 
ingratiating smile, hoping to get one in return, 

"Shameless!" she screamed in Marathi (I got 
it translated later), "Smiling instead of being 
sorry!" and she ited a bony hand to hit me. 








Then, by some unprecedented turn of 
fate, her large 24-carat gold. ring 
generously studded with stones, feeling 

the gravitational pull, fell down — into my 

pinafore. 

| was terrified as to what would happen next. 
The whole class took a deep breath. 

But my Marathi teacher was very scared by 
now, She did not want to lose her ring at any 
cost. So, she very politely (I laugh to think of it 
now) asked me to jump so that the ring would 
fall down. Feeling rather odd, | jumped once - 
twice, thrice but the stubborn ring obviously liked 
my schoo! uniform more than her finger. 

‘She was desperate by now — “Please,” she 
humbly said, "Please give that ring to me.” 


onfuged on hearing her pleading voice, 
put my hand into my pocket and viola 
—the naughty ring was found 
My teacher gracefully accepted the ring and 
after mumbling something to the resto the class 
‘walked out of the clastoom. Till she retired from 
the school she always kept a sweet smile on for 


Gayatri Chandrasekhar lyer, aged 16, 
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AIDDLES a 


| 

| | 
'.a: what do you calla | 
[ut that's sleeping? t 
I A: A Bulldozer | 
| 
| 
| 
\ 





TGayathirl | 
Sri Lanka | 





[children good | 
children? | 
JA : Because the 

[respect their | 


| mummies. 








‘Thane - 400 601 
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Dear Editor, 
@ | personally think that 
there isno harm in eating 
meat. All creatures on 
earth are animals(that 
includes man too), and 
bigger animals feed on 
smaller ones for food. 
That is what exactly man 
does. He does not do it 
to fulfil his selfish needs, 
bbut does it because itis 
a part ofthe natural food 
chain. It is not his fault 
that he is inteligent, and 
that should not prevent 
him from eating meat 
S. Nandita, 
Bangalore 560 040, 


Dear Editor, 

@ 1 disagree with 
Jacintha’s views in the 
May issue. She says that 
the World Cup could 
have been conducted in 
the months of April and 
May, But the unbearable 





heat would have pre- 

vented the cricket teams 

from cold continents from 
performing well 

, Prashanth, 

aged 15, 

8. BK, V. Hr. Sec. 

School, 

Coimbatore. 


Dear Editor, 
@ Recently | saw an 
episode of Heads and 
Tails on television. It 
showed a festival named 
Bhangar in South 
Maharashtra, where 
thousands of goats are 
killed every year, because 
they believe that the God 
likes I. Who benefits from 
this mass killing of goats? 
We should stop this kind 
‘of massacre in the name 
of God. 
S, Arvind Sharma, 
Trichy - 2 


Dear Editor, 

{@ Nhad been on a trip to 
visit some of the oldest 
temples in India, near 
Madurai. | was shocked 
when | saw how pitiful 
they were. The temples! 
were pitch dark, and 
cobwebs were strung all 
over the place, Cock- 
roaches and insects had’ 
made the temples their 
permanent home. Some 
Of the statues and walls! 
were defaced, In short, 
there was no periodit 





maintainance. What is, 
the use of making history 
when we can't preserve 
ie 

Madhumita R., 
aged 13, Bangalore -8 


Dear Editor, 

{@ Tho other day } was 
thinking about the rea- 
sons why wars and 
batties take place. There 
have been imperialistic 
expansions in history, 
and battles for acquiring 
power too. Butwhat does 
war leave behind? A tall 
‘of destruction and suffer 
ing. 

In this era, when the 
world is fast becoming a 
global village, we should 
be entering into atime of, 
peace and security. 
There should be no more 
armed conflict, In this 
‘age where science 
‘seems to rule over man's 
senses, a war could 
mean the annihilation of 
the human race, Bombs 
and advanced nuclear 
weapons must be de- 
stroyed. What do you 
think? 

TA. Seothalakshmi, 
Madras - 18. 








Dear Editor, 

@;| firmly oppose the 
idga of testing one's 
knowledge by means of 
annual exams. Ifa child 
is ynable to write the 
exam due to some una- 


voidable circumstances 
cr isn't well, then he or 
she has to waste @ year 
again, in the same class. 
Promotion should be 
based on the 
performanace of the 
child in the particular 
academic year. The ‘per- 
formance’ valued, should 
not only include studies, 
but also extra curricular 
activities like sports, 
music, arts, drama, 
talent, quizzes, etc, 

'S. Swarna, Std IX, 
TVS. Academy, Hosur. 





Dear Editor, 

@ | completely agree 
with R, Sindhuja in the 
January issue. Even In 
‘our class, boys waste 
paper from notebooks by 
tearing them to make 
rockets to aim out of the 
window. Our teacher has 
scolded them many 


coun 





times, but to no avail, Be- 

cause of the lack of trees, 

even the notebooks have 

become very costly. We 

‘must not waste our pre- 

cious trees, We must 
plant more... 

Bharati P. Metkar, 

aged 12, 

Bombay - 400 094, 


Dear Editor, 
Nowadays almost all 
brands of cool drinks are 
available in tins. Let 
‘people enjoy cool drinks, 
but does it make a 
difference to them 
whether the drinks come 
incans or bottles? Bottles 
‘can be reused, but tins, 
which are disposed off 
easily enough by the 
users, are junk, Le 
‘save India from the junk 
that is being rejected in 
advanced countries. 

R, Sindhuja, aged 10, 

Bangalore - 560 071. 















eas 
L |” 
screamed Aish- 


warya over the phone, “Where 
is \Khyati?. Send her 
cover soon!” 


Khyati's mother, “She’ 
already off to school. See 
if you can catch her at the 
bus stop.” 

Aishwarya grabbed her bag, 
called out a goodbye to her mother, 
and ran out of the house. She sped 
to the bus stop only to find Khyati 
talking to the new girl in class, 
Amrita, 

“Hey Khyatil” she screamed, 
“How come you went without me?" 
‘She ran over to Khyati, breaking 
the queue. 

“Stand back," said Khyati coolly, 
“Can't you see —| am speaking to 
Amrita?" And both girls began to 
giggle as if it was a big joke 








‘Ash(Aishwarya) was 
taken aback, How could 
her best friend do this to 
her? Just then the bus 
arrived and all of them 
clambered in. Khyati 
ran in and a got 
a seat for two. 
As Ash moved to 
sit next to her, 
Khyati, 
remarked, "Hey! 
Thisisn't for you! 
Amrita is going 
to sit here!” 


S 
“Sorry child,” a Se <* 


Amrita 
looked on, as Ash 
got into the seat behind, She 
whispered something into Khyat's 
ears and both of them began to 
giggle again. Ash felt hurt and 
betrayed, She hated it, Why was 
Khyati being so hateful? As for 
Amrita—she was a silly girl, with 
those thick specs and thin hair. A 
‘mole over the eyebrow... And such 
an oily smile! No wonder her report 
card was bad and she had failed 
in maths! As the bus drew to a halt 
in front of the school gate, Ash 
quietly made her way to class. 
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STORIES FROM OUR/READERS 





eeing Ash's gloomy face, 

Aarthi, Shruti and Krupall 
asked, “What's the matter Ash?” 
Ash blurted out the morning's 
incident to them. 


“Still waters run deep, 
commented Krupali, without 
thinking. 


“Shut up," retorted Aarthi, 
“Don't comment on matters you 
know nothing about,” 

“What matter?” asked Krupali 

“Well, i's a surprise,” admitted 
Aarthi 

“What surprise?” 
Aishwarya, frowning 

"Er." Aarthi groped 
for answer, "I won't tell." 

dust then, Kyathi and 
Amritha ehtered class. 
“isn't she the loveliest, 
cloverest, smartest git 
in class?” said 
Amrita, pointing 
atinger at Ash 

"Yes. But 
you are the 


asked 








most mannerless girl her 
fetorted Krupali, taking Ash's hand, 
“Don't point your finger at anyone.” 
That day ended without event. 

he next day was Ash's 

birthday, "Mummy!" oried 
‘Ash bouncing out of bed, “Is my 
birthday dress ready? | want to 
wear it to school." 

“Aren't you too grown-up for 
that?" asked her mother frowning. 
Ash ran to her dad. “Where's my 
gift?” she demanded, “What gift?” 
her father asked, 

“you are twelve 
years old 

























CHILLy PARATHA 
CHILLY PARATHA 


You need: 

350gms of wheat flour 
14 tsp of chilly powder 
Salt to taste 

Water 

Alitile ghee 

Cooking oil 


How to make 
Mix the wheat flour, chilly powder, 
salt and water to make a fine, smooth 
dough, Make small balls from the 
dough. Roll each ball out into acircular 
paratha, Spread some ghee on it. Make 
into a ball again and roll it out. Heat 
a frying pan with the cooking oil till 
hot. Put a paratha on the pan, Cook 
till it turns goldish brown in colour, 
Garnish the parathas with fresh 
[chopped coriander leaves. Now they 
are ready to be eaten with curd or 
simply plain. 
Rashmi Teresa Mathai, 
aged 13, 
St, Teresa’s Anglo Indian Girls H.S. 
Cannanore - 670 010. 




















now. And | got you that computer 
only last month.” 

Ash angrily stomped out of the 
room. She felt little tears pricking 
at the corer of her eye-lids. 
School passed without any 
excitement. And nobody seemed 
to have remembered Ash's 
birthday. She felt very sorry for 
herself, “Is there nobody who 
cares for me?” she wondered. 


B ack at home, Ash ran into her 
room and threw herself on the 
bed. Then she thought, "Nobody 
cares, But I'l wear my birthday 
dress anyway.” 

‘A few minutes later, there was a 
knock on the door. “Aishwarya! Are 
you there?" Itwas her mother. "Can 
you come down for a minute?" 

‘Ash went down and walked into 
the kitchen, Her mother was busy 
{tying some pakodas. "I've kept a 
plate for you in the drawing room,’ 
she told Ash, 

When Ash opened the door to 
the drawing room, she had a 
surprise — and what a surprise it 
was! The room was brightly lit and 
gaily decorated, and on a table 
was a delicious cake with twelve 
candles on it. 

Khyati and all her friends were 
there. They began to sing ‘Happy 
Birthday’ and as Ash cut the cake, 
she smiled to herself, “Nobody 
cares?" 

Aishwarya Shenoy, aged 12, 
Mary Immaculate G.H. 
Bombay. 
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PUZZLE 
PRO-PRO 
PROVERBS! 
Complete the 
proverbs and find 
the words in the 
puzzle grid. 
Go * A A YV s Ss z — 
L T Zz P o Oot ' s D 
1 & N A J H K DO A 
iT Y G N u Zz B F J P 
i T. © F t J + E D Ss 
Ee me ae fe B N Z F T x 
R Cc oN os T E A dD UY 
Ss T x ¥. N Cc Ss R L u 
E i R Oo M E N C Z v 
MO Z F Bod K R Q w 
1 N Qc J ‘i Q Go oD 
Mos S VOR WA T 
1) A stitch in tine saves 5) Man proposes 
2) was not oe 
bultinaday. ov —__—_ isnot 
3) Siow and wins 7)Calla spade a 
the race. 8)__ speaks louder 
4)A ‘ling stone gathers than words 
 —— ‘Swetha Babu, aged 12, 
P.S.B.B (K.K.Nagar) School, Madras. 









































nce upona time, there was a scholar 

by name Vachaspathi Mishra. He 

was a voracious reader. He read and 
assimilated all kinds of books and finally 
wrote one himself, 

Afier the book was completed, he heaved a 
sigh of relief, He glanced at his surroundings. 
He sawa lady standing before him. He asked 
her who she was. She replied, “Sir, Lam your 
wife.” 

Mishra got the shock ofhis life. In his deep 
study, he had forgotten even the face of his 
own wife, He felt very sad. 

Tomake amends for his negligence of house- 
hold duties, he gave the title of his monu- 
mental work the name of his w 
‘Bhamathi’ 

This is the story of a 

































scholar who didn’t care for his personal 
comfer 





shall now tell you a story of a scholar 
who had the knack of acquiring all hi 
personal comforts. 

Once upon a time, there was a scholar 
by name Ratnadasa, The king of the land 
was very impressed by his scholarship, and 
«@ function was arranged to honour him 
with a cash award, At that function, an 
artistic gold zari-embroidered shawl was 
provided to Ratnadasa 
| Ratnadasa rose to speak. He praised 

the king, “Tam very grateful for the unique 

honour bestowed upon me by the king. The 
|, shawl is full of art. It is embroidered with 
|oa garden of roses, jasmine, grapes and 

many other flowers, leaves, fruits, etc. I 
{am happy to note that the king had taken 














special care even 
about the minute de- 
tails like the provision 
of drainage for the 
excess water.” 

The king looked at 
the shawl to find a 
hole in it! He could 
see at once the impli- 
cation of the words of 
the scholar about the 
provision of drainage 
in the shawl. 

He apologised to 
Ratnadasa and re- 
placed the shawl with 
‘costlier one! 


Prof. PA. SEETHA- 
RAMAN 
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ANSWERS 


Page 93 


PRO-PRO PROVERBS! 

















0 ¥ A ALY 1S SZ 
TZ s 
LON ° 
Y G J 
voy F D 
rT F F 
ND 
x FN C S RL U 
E ROME ON z ov 
M ZF BJ KR w 
' acu Y'‘Q @o—. 
IM—O—S—S V O R W A T 
Page 59 Page 63 
Ganges Mix - up! Boat Float! 
ian 7 1. Gondola - Italy 
2. Sampan - China 
Dolphin 3. Kayak - Canada 
Turtle 4, Schooner - England 
_ 5. Catamaran - India, the 
Leora! Coromandel Coast 
Otter 6. Dhow - Arabia 
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